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Miss Chester, the fair original of the portrait we 
have the pleasure of sending forth with the .present 
number of the British Theatre, was bom at Wind- 
sor, in 1799 

She imbibed an early predilection for the stage from 
frequently attending the Windsor theatre, during the 
time Mr. Penley*s company were performing there. 

Her friends saw with regret this favourite and grow- 
ing propensity, and used every means short of abso- 
lute force to repress it ; but so firmly had the incipient 
passion talien root, that all attempts to check its growth 
proved ineffectual. For a time, it was thought, the 
ruling passion was on the wane ; but, on the first visit 
she paid to a London theatre in 1819, the latent pro- 
pensity rekindled, and her friends finding opposition 
useless, gave way to her entreaties, and sought an op- 
portunity of putting her before the public. The first 
step was an interview with Mr. EUiston. That gentle- 
man's reception of our heroine was far from encourag- 
ing ; he did not, however, deny that which the ardent 
mind of his fair applicant had long dwelt upon, namely, 
the hope of future distinction. By the advice of Mr. 
EUiston, she resolved on a course of provincial prac- 
tice, and to receive instruction from some professional 
gentleman, qualified to smooth down the fugged path of 
initiation. The gentleman selected for this purpose was 
Mr. Chapman, of the Theatre-Royal, Co vent-Garden, 
and a more judicious choice could not have been made, 
as the event fully proved ; for on Miss Chester's next 
introduction to Mr. EUiston, that gentleman declared 
hfrnself so satisfied with the progress she had made, 
that he told her the doors of his theatre were open to 
her, to make her debut in any character she chose to 
select. She appeared on the boards of Drury, in the 
characters of Portia and of Desdemona, Her debut 
was successful, and such as procured her a regular en- 
gagement for the following season. Indisposition pre- 
vented Miss C. from fulfilling this engagement to the 
utmost, but she performed Portia, Desdemona, Lady 



Teazle^ Yarieo, ^. &c. &c. Miss Chester felt that 
she had come somewhat prematurely before the public, 
and again resolved to go through the regular probati- 
onary drilling of a country theatre. 

The manager of the York Theatre made her an offer, 
which she accepted, and went through the general roa- 
tine of the best comic characters with distinguished and 
increasing applause. 

Mr. Kemble saw Miss Chester at the York Theatre, 
and engaged her for the Theatre Royal, Co vent Gar- 
den, where she last season distinguished herself as one 
of the most fascinating and accomplished actresses of 
the present day. 

Miss Chester is a young lady of fine figure, elegant 
deportment, and possesses a face formed to give aiKl to 
enjoy good humour. When Miss Chester comes upon 
the stage, she always appears to us to do so in ^obedi- 
ence to the call of Milton : — 

HR8t« the«, NTmph, and bring with thee 
Jest and yoatnful jollity. 

For on her countenance appear to play 

Quips and cranks and wanton wiles, 
Noas and becks and wreathed smiles. 
Bach as hang on Hebe's cheek. 
And love to five in dimples sleek. 

All this appears to greater advantage, inasmuch as it 
is not put forth for the purpose of attraction, but ap- 
pears rather to break forth as the playful emanations of 
the comic muse, in spite of the natural feminine timi- 
dity of the lady. 

This young lady is peculiarly calculated for the cha- 
racter of, and such characters as, Beatrice, in Shak- 
speare*s comedy of Muck Ado about Nothing, which 
require, in the colloquial part, archness of look and 
playfulness of manner, at the same time that dignity 
and perfect good breeding mark their outline and di^ 
rect their movements. 



BEKEDICE.— €rlmsan Jacket, embroidered with gold, wliite 
tatin »nd gold tranks, white silk pantaloons* msset boots with 
•earlet top«« blue stlk sash, a sword, roand parple hat, and white 
plumes. Beeood dress, slate coloured cloak, with white trimming. 

DON PEDRO.— Parple jacket, embroidered, scarlet and gold 
tnxDks, white pantaloons, russet boots, sword, round purple hat, and 
white plumes. 

GLAUDIO.— Blue iaektt, embroidered, scarlet and gold trunks, 
blue sash, sword, white silk pantaloons, russet boots, round black 
velvet hat, and white plumes. 

LBONATO.—Blaek jacket, trimmed with bogles, black tmnks, 
sword, stoekingt, shoes, and roses. 

DON JOHN.~-Scarlet and gold jacket, with low points all round 
the bottoiPfblae trunks, sworo, white pantaloons, russet boots, with 
' Hght blue tops, round blue hat, and white plumes. 

BALTHAZAR^- Light bluejacket, white trimming, fawn^wloor- 
ed pantaloons, russet boots, round hat, and plumes. 

ANTONIO.— See Leonato. . 

BORACHIO.— Olive-brown jacket, trimmed with black, light blue 
pantaloons, trimmed with the same, russet boots, and scarlet tops. 

CONRAD.— Light blue jacket, buff pantaloons, and russet boots. 

D06BERRYr--Coarse French grey coat, with a belt of the same 
colour, coarse grey pantaloons, very low, nearly covering his shoes, 
huge formal black hat. 

VERGES.— Coarse dark suit, bine stoekluga, black shoes, large 
black hat. 

8EXT0N.— A suit of coarse black, no hat 

FRIAR.— Coarsegrey firoek. 

OATCAKE and wATCHHEN.-^oane grey and brown dresses, 
lane leather belts, long staves. 

BEATRICE.— White satin drets, with a long train, richly oma- 
nefited with gold and silver. 

HERO.— Pink satin dress, with silver trimming. Second dress, 
white satin, with white muslin veil. 

MARGARET.— Slate-coloured satin dress, ditto. 

URSULA.— Yellow satin train, ditto, purple velvet body, ditto. 

Ceut of the Characters at the Theatre-Rotfai^ 

Covent Garden. 

Ihn Pedro .... Mr. Connor. 

Don John .... Mr. Hunt. 

Count Claudio ... Mr. Abbott. 

Benedick ... Mr. C. Kemble. 

Leonaio ..... Mr. Bgerton. 

Antonio .... Mr. Bartley. 

FHar ..... Mr. Chapman. 

Boraehio .... Mr. Horrebow. 

CofMrad . . . . • Mr. Comer. 

Bafthaear .... Mr. Baker. 

Stufton ..... Mr. Jefferies. 

Dogberrp - - ^ . - Mr. W. Farren. 

yerget ..... Mr. Keeley. 

Seaeoeti .... Mr. King. 

Oatcake ...... Mr. Barnes. 

Hero . - . . • Miss Foote. 

Beatriee Miss Chester. 

Ursula M'*" Green. 

M^^are, - - - ^-^ - M,..8baw. 
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Much Ado about Nothings. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — The court before Leonato*M kou»e. — Lho- 
NATO reading a lettev^ Hero, Beatrice, and Bal- 
THA8AR, advancing through a gate, l. u.b. 

I>on/(L. c.) 1 learn in this letter, that Don Pedro, 
.of Arragon, comes this night to Messina. 

Balth. (l.) He is very near by this ; he was not 
three leagues off when I left him. 

Jjcon, How many gentlemen have yon lost in this ac- 
tion? 

Balth. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice itself, when the achiLT« 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don Pedro 
' hath bestowed much honour on a young Florentine, 
called Claudio. 

Balth, Much deserved on his part, and equally re- 
membered by Don Pedro ; he hath borne himself be- 
yond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure of a 
lamb, the feats of a lion. 

Leon, He hath an uncle here in Messina, will be very 
much glad of it. 

BaUh. T have already delivered him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him ; even so much, that joy 
'could not show itself modest enough without a badge of 
bitterness. 

Leon, Did he break out into tears 7 

Balth, In great measure. 

Leon, A kind overflow of kiildness ; tnere are no 
faces truer than those that are' so washed. 

Beatr, (r.) I pray you, is, Signior Montanto returned 
from the wars ? 

Balth, I know none of that name, 'lady ; there was 
none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon, What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero, (r. c.) My cousin means Bignior Benedick, of 
Padua. 

b3 



10 MUCH ADO [act I. 

Balth. Oh, he*8 retaraed, and as pleasant as ever he 
was. 

Bealr, I pmy you, how many hath he killed and 
eaten in these wars 't But how many hath he killed? for, 
iideed, I promised to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. 'Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick too 
much ; but he*li he meet with you, 1 doubt it not. 

Baltk. He hath done good senrice, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beatr, You had musty victual, and he hath help to 
eat it ; lie*s a very valiant trencher man : he hath an 
excellent stomach. 

Ba(M. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beatr. And a good soldier to a lady ; but what is he 
to a lord ? 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece : — there is 
a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and her ; 
they never meet but there*s a skirmish of wit between 
them. 

Beatr. Alas, he gets notlving by that ! — In our last 
conflict, four of his five wits went haulting oft', and now 
is the whole man governM with one ; so that if he have 
wit enough to keep himself warm, let him bear it for a 
difiference between himself and his horse, for it is all 
the wealth that he hath left, to be known a reasonable 
creature. Who is his companion now ? he hath every 
month a new sworn brother. 

Balth. Is it possible ? 

Beatr. Tery easily possible ; he wears his faith but 
as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with the next 
block. 

Balth. I see, lady, the gentleman Is not in your 
books. 

Bealr, No; an he were, I would burn my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion ? 

BaUh. He is most in the company of the right noble 
Glaudto. 

Beatr, O lord, he will hang upon him like a disease ! 
he is sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker 
runs presently mad. [Crosses, l.] Heaven help the no- 
ble Claudio ! If he have caught the Benedick, it will 
cost him a thousand pounds, ere he be cured. 

Leon. You*ll ne*er run mad, niece. 

Beatr. No, not till a hot January. 

[ Flourish of trumpets. 

'.Balth. Don Pedro is approached. lExit. 
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Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Claudio, and Bene- 
dick, and 9tand on R. Ladies l. 

Pedro, Good Slgnior Leonato, yoa are come to meet 
yoar troiiMe ; the fashion of the world is to avoid eost, 
and yon encounter it. 

Leon, (c.) Never casie trouble to my house, in the 
likeness of your grace ; for, trouble being gone, com- 
fort should remain ; but, when you depart from me, 
sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

Pedro, You embrace your charge too willingly. 1 
think this is your daughter. 

Leon, Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bened, W«re you in doubt, sir, that yoo asked her ? 

Leon, Signior Benedick, no, for then were you a 
child. 

Pedro. You have it full. Benedick : we may .guess 
by^hiswhat you are, being a man. Truly, the lady 
fathers herself : — Be happy, lady ! for you are like an 
honourable father. 

Bened. If Signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as 
^ike him as she is ! 

[All retire ^fp the Stage except B%N. and Beat. 

Beolr. (l.) t wonder that yon will stlH be talking, y 
Signior Benedick I nobody marks you. . \/^ 

Bened. (r.) What, my dear Lady Disdain ! are you 
yet' living? 

Beatr, Is it possible Disdain should die, while she 
hath such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick ? 
Co«rtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come in 
her pr«8enee. 

Bened, [Meet at c] Then .is courtesy a turn^coat ! — 
But it is certain, 1 am loved of all ladies, only you ex- 
cepted ; and I wouid I oonldlfind in my heart, that I had 
not a hard heart ! for truly I lovo none. 

Beatr, A dear happiness to women ! they would else 
have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I thank 
Heaven, and my cold blood, I am of your humour for 
that I I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than a 
man swear he loves me. 

Bened. Heaven keep your ladyship still in that mind I 
so some gentleman or other shall *scape a predestinate 
scratched face. 

Beatr, Scratching could not make it worse, and 
*twere such a face as yours. 
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Bened. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher ! 

BeaJtr. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast of 
yours. 

Bened, I would, my horse had the speed of yonr 
tongue, and so good a continuer ! But keep your way, 
o' Heaven's name ! — I have done. 

Beatr, You always end with a jade's trick ; I know 
you of old. 

Pedro, {All advancing to c, Bened. r. B^^at. i..] 
This is the sum of all : — Leonatp, Signior CLaudio, and 
Signior Benedick, my dear friend, Leonato, hath in- 
vited you all. I tell him, we shall stay here at the 
least a month ; and he heartily prays some occasion 
may detain us longer ; I dare swear he is no hypocrite, 
but prays from his heart. 

Leon, If you swear, my lord, you shall not be for- 
sworn. Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being re- 
conciled to the prince, your brother, I owe you all' 
duty. 

John. I thank you : I am not of many words, but I 
thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace, lead on. 

Pedro, Your hand, Leonato ;'*vre will go together. . 

^Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio, through 

the gate in l. of back ground, and JUe off at 

li, V« E. 

Claud, (r. c.) Benedick, didst thou note the daugh- 

er of Siguier Leonato ? 

Bened, (l. c.) I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bened, Do you question me, as an honest man should 
do, for my simple true judgment ; or would you have 
me speak after my custom, as being a professed tyrant 
to their sex ? 

Claud, No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment I 

Bened, Whyvi*faith, methinks, she is too low for a 
high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too little 
for a great praise : only this commendation I can afford 
her, that, were she other than she is, she were unhand- 
some ; and, being no other but as she is, I do not like 
her. 

Claud, Thou think'st I- am in sport ; I pray thee, 
tell me truly, how thou lik*st her. 

Bened. Would you buy her, that you inquire after 
her? 

Claud. Can the world buy sacn a jewel 1 



SCENB I.] ABOUT NOTHING. 13 

Bened, Yea, and a cas6 to pat it into.^Bat, 8pea& yoa 
this with a sad brow ? or do yovplay the flouting Jack ? 
Come, in what key shall a man take you ? 

Claud. In mine eyes, she is the sweetest lady that ever 
I looked on ! 

• Bened. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see no 
such matter : there*s her cousin, an* she were not pos- 
sessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty as the 
first of May doth the last of December ! But I hope 
you have no intent to turn husband, have you ? 

Clamd. 1 woald scarce trust myself, though I had sworn 
the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bened, ls*t come to this, i*faith ? Hath not the world 
one man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion ?— Shall 
I never see a bachelor of threescore again ? Go to, 
i*faith : and thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, 
wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. — Look, 
Pon Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Enter Don Pedro through the Gate. 

Pedro, (l.) What secret hath held you here, thatyoa 
followed not to Leonato*s? 

Bfmed, (c.) I wouid, your grace would constrain me 
to tell I 

Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance ! 
, Bened. you hear. Count Claudio — I can be as secret 
as a dumb man ; I would have you think so ; but on my 
allegiance — mark you this, on my allegiance. He is in 
love. With whom?-^now thai is your grace*? part. — 
Mark, how short his answer is : — ^With Hero, Leocato's 
short daughter, 

Claud, (r.) If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bened. Like the old tale, my lord : — is it not so, nor 
'twas not so ; but, indeed, heaven forbid it should be 
sol 

Claud, If my passion change not shortly, heaven for- 
bid it should be otherwise ! 

Pedro. Amen, if you love her, for the lady is very 
well worthy. 

Claud, You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

Pedro, By my troth, I speak my thought ! 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine !, 

Bened. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I 
spoke mine I 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

Pedro. That she is worthy,. I know. 

Bened. That I neither feel how she should be lovea, 
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nor know how sbo should beivorthy, Is the opinion that 
flfe cannot melt out of me : I will die in it at, the stake. 

Pedro. Thou wast erer an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Ciamd. And never could maintain his part, but in the 
force of his will. 

Bened, That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most humble 
thanks : iMit that 1 will have a recheat winded in my fore- 
head, all women shall pardon me : because I will not 
do them the wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the 
right to trust none ; and the fine is, for the which I majr 
go the finer, I will live a bachelor. 

Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look jpale with love* 

Bened. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my 
lord— not with love : prove, that, if ever 1 lose more 
blood with love, than 1 will get again with drinking*, 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and hang 
me up at the door of a brothel«house, for the sign of 
blind Cupid. 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost flail from this lUth, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bened. If I do, hang me in a bottle, like a oat, and 
shoot at me ! 

Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 
In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bened. The satagebnll may ; but if ever the BeoSible 
Benedick bear it, pluck olf the bnirs horns, and set them 
in my forehead ; and let me be vilely paintedy and in 
such great letters as they write—*' Here is good horse to 
hire,** let them signify under my sign—** Here you may ' 
see Benedick, the married man." [Croeeet to a. 

Pedro, Nay, if Cupid hath not spent all his quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 
^ Bened. IRHume to c] I look for an earthquake too 
then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporise with the hours ! — In 
the. mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leo- 
naU>*s; commend me to'him, and tell him, I will not fail 
him at supper ; for, indeed, he hath made great prepa- 
ration. 

Bened. I have almost matter enough in me for such 
an embasMge ; and so I commit you— — - 

Claud. To the tuition of heaven ; from my house, if I 
had it 

Pedro. The sixth of July; your loving friend, Bene- 
dick. 
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IBemed. Nay, mock not, mock not : Tke body of your 
discovrse is somctines guarded with fragment!, and tha 
guards are but slightly basted on neither —era you flout 
old ends any further, examine your conscience ; and so I 
leave you. [Exit throngh centre Gate, 

|; Claud. (B. c.) My liege your highness now may do 
me ifood. • « 

Pedro, (l. c.) My loTe is thine to teach ; teach it b«t 
how. 
And thou shall see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson, that may do thee good. 
Ctaud, Hath Leonato any son, my lord 7 
Pedro, No child but Hero ; she's his only heir : 
Doat thou aifect her, Claudio I 

Gaud. O, my lord. 
When you went onwajrd on this ended action, 
I look*d upon her with a soldier's eye. 
That liked, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 
Bat now I am returned, and that war thoughts 
Have left Hieir places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 
. All promptivig me how fair young Hero is. 
Saying I liked her, ere I went to wars. 

Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently. 
And tire the hearer with a book of W4>rds.; 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 
, And I will break with her. 
Was't not to this end. 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story f 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love. 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salved it with a longer treatise. 
Pedro, What nee4 ^® bridge much broader than the 
flood? 
I<ook, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once, thou lovest ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I I know we shall have revelling to-night ; 
' I will assume thy part in some disguise, 
! And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 
I And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart. 
And take her hearing prisoner, with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, after, to her father, will I break : 
And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 
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In prtetice let ns put it presently. ' 

{ExewU through the Gate, 

SCENE U.-^A Hall in Leonato'a House. 
Enter X>os John and Conrad, b. 

Con, (r.) What the good- jer, my lord! why are you* 
thus out of measure sad ? 

John, (l.) There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Con, You should hear reason. 

John, And when I have heard it, what blessings bring- 
eth it ? 

2n. If not a present remedy, yet a patient sufferance. 
kn, I cannot hide what I am : 1 must be sad when I 
have cause, and smile at no man*s jests ; eat when I have 
stomach, and wait for no man*s leisure ; sleep when I am , 
drowsy, and tend to no man's business ; laugh when I am 
merry, and claw no man in his humour. « 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show of 
this, till you may do it without controulment. You have , 
of late, stood out against your brother, and he hath ta*en 
you newly into his grace : where it is impossible you 
should take true root, but by the fair weatner that yon 
make yourself ; it is needful, that you frame the season 
for your own haryest. 

John, I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a rose 
in his grace ; and it better fits my blood to be disdained 
of all, than to fashion a carriage to rob loye from any ; 
in this, though I cannot be said to be a flattering honest ^ 
man, it must not be denied, but I am a plain-dealing Til- 
lain. I am trusted with a muzzle, and unfranchised with 
a clog ; therefore, 1 haye decreed not to sing in my cage : 
If I had my mouth, I would bite ; if I hatl my liberty, I 
would do my liking ; in the mean timtf, let me be that I 
am, and seek not to alter me. r^ 

Con, Can you make use of your discontent ? 

John, I make all use of it, for I use it only. Who 
comes here ? 

Enter Borachio, l. 

What news, Borachio ? 

Bor, (r.) I came yonder, from a great supper ; the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo- 
nato ; and I can give you intelligence of an intended . 
marriage. 
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.kSl/*'*' i^^iS^."*^*." I* ^^^^^of any model to bulid mis- 

Bor.^Marry it is your brother's right hand. 

*JoA». Who? the most exquisite Claudio? 

Bor. Even he I . 

wattok^'LT"'^"''*^^ and who, and who 7 which 
nat^?*"" ^*"^' """ ^^'''' the daughter and heir of Leo- 

JoAn. A very forward March chick! Come come- 
let us thither ; this may prove food to my disDl'easu^a .' 
that young start-up hath all the glory o?my overthrow ' 
If I can cross him any way, I bless myself every w^v' 
You are both sure, and will assist me ? ^ ^* 

Con, (r.> To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the great supper ; their cheer is th«» 

Siy mlnd^* ' ""^ '"^'"**^' *^'"^^ *^^ co'ok w^re of 
' ' [Exeunt, l. 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I,^^ Room in Leonato*8 House, 

Enter Leonato and Antonio, l. 

Wftltf;«.S; fii^ :J.®1* y**"* ***« P"nce and Count Claudio 
o" eVte^^^^^^^^ Hl^y -^ t^e orchard^ w^ 

the DrinfiP «Lr.i^ ? ,"""*• ^* ^»* "S^eed upon, that 
•wSK^nfo^ffi^HV'"'''' '""Hero, as for himself, 

PeaHrs'el?"'Btt'rfr '^" ""''^ '* "» " «''«»■»' «" *» «P- 
tVsha mav K?/°" '"^'"">* ""? daughter withal. 
adventnr» M- V *."*' PMpared for Tier anlwer, if, perl 
■aventure, this be true. Here she comes. ' "' P^' 
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Enter Hbbo and Beatricb, l. 

Was not Coant John here at supper ? 

Hero, (l.) I saw him not. 

Beatr, (l.) How tartly that gentleman lookf ! I 
never can see him, but I*m heart-burned an hour 
after. 

Hero. He Is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beair. He were an excellent man» that were made 
just In the midway, between him and Beuedick : the one 
Is too like an image, and says nothing; and |he other 
too like my lady's eldest eon, eyermore tattling. 

heon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count 
John's mouth, and half Count John's melancholy in 
Signior Benedick's fa ce 

Beatr. With a good Icig, and a good foot, ankle, and 
money enough in his purse, such a man would win any 
woman in the world— if he could get her jjpood- will. 

[Hero and Antomio reSre up the Stage^ emd 
talk togeUter. 

Leon. By my troth, nlecte, thou ^It noTer get thee a 
husband, if thou be'st so shrewd of thy tongue ! 

Beatr. For the which blessing, I am at Heay'n upon 
my knees every morning and evening ; Lord, I coidd 
not endure a husband with a bieard o^^his face! I had 
rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon, (c.) You may light upon a husband that hath 
no beard. 

Beatr. (l. c.) What should! do with him? dress him 
in my apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman t 
Ho that hath a beard, is more thtn a youth ; and he that 
hath no beard, is less than atnan : and he that is more 
than a youth, is not for me : and he that is less than a 
man, I am not for him : therefore I will even take six- 
pence in earnest of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into 

Ant. [To Hbro, advancing.] Well, niece, I trust 
you will be ruled by your father f 

[Antonio and Hero stand on r. 

Beatr. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make a 
courtesy, and say, *^ Father, as it please you :" [Orouee 
to R.] but yet for all that, cousin, let him be a hand- 
some fellow, or else make another courtesy* and say, 
*^ Father as it please me." 

Leon, (l.) Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husbaiid* 
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Beatr. thi till heaven make men of vome other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over 
mastered with'a pleee of valiant dust f to make account 
of her life to a Clod of wayward marie? No, uncle, 1*11 
none: Adam's soilt are my brethren, and truly, Ihold it 
a sin to match in my. kindred. 

AtU. Nieoe, remeo^r what I told yon : if the prince 
do solicit you in that kind, you know your 'answer. 

Beair. (l. c.) The fadU will be in the music, cousin, 
if yon be not wooed in go'bd time : if the prince be too 
important, tell him, there is'Ha measure in every thing, 
and so dance out the answeVk For, hear me, Hero» 
wooing, wedding, and repenting, 4> a Scotch jig, a mea- 
sure, and a cinque-pace : the firstniiit is. hot and hasty, 
like a Scotch jig, and fiill as fantasdeal ; the wedding, 
mfnnerly modest, as a measure full of fttate and ancient- 
ry ; and then comes repentance, and, with his bad legs, 
falls into the dnque-paee foster and fiister, till he sink 
into his grave. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehmd passing shrewdly. 
. Beair, I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church 
by day-light. [Afusfo mtkm. 

heom. The revellers are entering. 

[R^re %p the ^a^e.^Miuie. 

Btder Don Pnono, GlaOdio, BALrarasAn, Don John, 
BouACBio, Conrad, MAnoAnnr, Ursula, and 
oUurWy nuuked, 

Pedro. Lady ,'^^ will you walk about with your friend t 

Hero.'^Bo you walk softly, and look sweetly, and say 
nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and, especially, when 
I walk away. 

Pedro, With me in your company. 

Hero. I mav so, when I please, 

Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 
f Hero. When 1 like your favour ; for heaven defend, 
the lute should be like the case ! 

Pedro. My viso^is Philemon's roof : within the house 
is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatched, 

Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

A DANCB. 

Snier Benioick, t. u. %.foUowed b^ Beatricr, 

Umgking. 
BetOr. (l. c.) Will yon not fell me who told you so ? 
Bened. (c.) No, you shall pardon me. 

C 2 
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Beair. Wor will you not tell mo wno you are? 

Bened, Not now. [Pedro and Hero stand r. 

Beatr, That I was disdainful — ^and that I had my 
good wit out of the hundred merry tales ; — Well, this 
was Signior Benedick that said so. 

Bened. What's he ? 

Beatr, I am sure you know him' well enougu. 

Bened, Not I, believe me. 

Beati*, Did he never make you laugh? - 

Bened. I pray you what is he ? 
• Beatr, Why, he is the prince's jester: a very dull 
fool : only his gift is in devising impossible slanders ; 
none but libertines delight in him ; and the commenda- 
tion is not in his wit, but in his villainy ; for hie both 
pleaseth men and angers them, and then they laugh at him 
and beat him ; I am sure_he is in the fleet ; I woxild he 
had boarded me. 

Bened. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him what 
you say. 

Beatr. Do, do ; he'll but break a comparison or two 
on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or not laugh- 
ed at, strikes him into melancholy ; and then there's a 
partridge wing saved, for the fool* will eat no supper 
that night. 

[7%e Company beginning to leave the Roitm^ 
We. must follow the leaders. 

\_Mu8ie— Exeunt all but Dols John, Borachio,. 
and CiiAUDio. 

John, (i.e.) Sute my brother is' amorous on Hero, 
and hath withdrawn her father, to break with him about 
it : the ladies follow her, and but one visor remains. 

Bor. (li. c.) And that is Claudio : I know him by his 
jearing. 

John. Are not you Signior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well : I am he. 

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in his 
fove : he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you dissuade 
him from her, she is no equal for His birth ; you may do 
the part of an honest man in it. 

Claud. How know ^ou he loves her ? 

John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bor. So did I too ; and he swore he wouia marry ner 
to-night. 

John. Come^ let us to the banquet. 

lExeuwt Don John and Borachio, l. 
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• Claud. Thus answer I in the name of l^eiiedlck, 
Bnt hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio-— 
'Tis certain so ; — The prince wooes for himself. ' 
Friendi^hip is constant in all other thinj^s, 

Save in the Office and affairs of lo?e : 

Therefore, all" hearts in love use their own tougaes ; 

Let ey'ry eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent ; for heauty is a witch. 

Against whose charms faith melteth into hlood. 

This is an accident of hourly proof. 

Which I mistrusted not : farewell, therefore, Hero. 

Enter Benedick, t- 

Bened, (l. c.) Count Claudio ? 

Claud, (r. c.) -Yea, the same. 

Bened, Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither? 

Bened. Even to the next willow, about your own bu- 
siness. Count. What fashion will you wear the garland 
of? About your neck, like a usurer's chain ? or undef 
your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf? You must wear it 
one way, for the prince hath got your Hero, 

Claude I wish him joy of her. 

Bened* Why, that's spoken like an honest drover ; so 
they sell bullocks. But did you think the prince would 
have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

• Bened. Ho ! now you strike like the blindraan ; 'twas 
the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. 

\^Exit Claudio, l. 

Bened. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep 
into sedges. But, that my Lady Beatrice should know 
me, and not know me ! The prince''* fool !— Ha I it may 
be, 1 go under that title, because 1 am merry. Yea ; 
but so : I am apt to do myself wrong : I am not so re- 
puted : it is the base, though bitter, disposition of Bea- 
trice, that puts the world into her person, and so gives 
me out. Well, Pll be revenged as I may. 

Enter Don Pebro, r. . ,. 

Pedro. Now, Siguier, where's the count ? Did you 
see him ? 

!Bencrf.'(c.) Troth, my lord, I played the part of Lady. 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a, 
warren ; I told him, and I think I told him true, that 

G 3 
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your gmee h«d 90! tiie good wUl of his ymui|[p Udy ; 
and I offered him my company to a ^willow tree, ettner 
to make faim a garland, as being ficNrsaken^ or to bind 
]iim up a rod, as being worthy to be wldpt. 

Pedro, (r. o.) To be whipt 1 what*s his fttalt 1 

Bened. The flat transgression of a school-boy ; who, 
being overjoyed with finding a bird*« nest, shows it his 
companion, and he steals it. 

Pedro, Wilt thon make a trast a transgression t The 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bened, Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had been 
made, and the garland too ; for the garland he might 
have worn himself; and the rod he might have bestowed 
on you, who, as I take it, have stolen his bird's nest. 

Pedro, I will but teach them to sing, and restore 
them to the owner* 

Bened, If their singing answer your saying, by my 
faith, yon say honestly. 

^edro. The Lady Beatrice hath aqnarrel to you ; the 
gentleman, that danced with her, told^her, she is much 
wronged by you. 

Bened. Wronged ! she wronged I she misused me past 
the endurance of a block ; an oak, but with one green 
leaf on it, would have answered her % my very visor 
began to assume life, and scold with hes': She told me, 
not thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince's 
jestor ; and that I was duller than a great thaw ; hud- 
dUng jest upon jest, with such impossible conveyance, 
upon me, that I stood like a man at a suirk, with a 
whole army shooting at me : She speaks poniards, and 
every word stabs ; I would not marry her, though she 
were endowed with all that Adam had left him before he 
trangressed: she would have made Hercules have 
turned spit ; yea, and have cleft his dub, to' make the 
fire to. I would to Heaven, some scholar would eon- 

t'nre her : for, certainly, while she is here, a man may 
ke as quiet in hell, as in a sanctuary, and people sin 
upon purpose, because they would go thither; so 
indeed, all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follows 
her. 

Beatr, Lnnu Claud, and Hero, [WUhin'] Ha! ha! 
hal 

Pedro, Look, here she comes. 

Bened, Will your grace command me any service to 
the world's end ? Iljwill go on the slightest errand now 
to the Antipodes, that'you can devisa to send me on ; I 
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Irill felch yoa m toetlipieker Mht fr6m tlie ftrHiMt Inch 
of Asia ; htiug you the leagth oi Prettt«r Jotin*! foot ; 
fetcli yott a Iwlr off tbe i^refttCliani's beard : do yo« any 
ajiibafisage to liie Pifmies, rather then hold three words 
eoDfeNNaee with this harpy 2 Yoa ha^e no employnMnt 
forme? 

Pedro, None, but to desire your good company. 

Be%ed» O lord, sin here*« m dish 1 love M>t; I ean- 
Bot endure my littdyToBgve. [JB!]^ BcKEOtCK, b. 

Enber Bbatricb, JLi9>nato, Clacbio, and Hbbo, ir. 

Pedro, (l. c.) Come, lady, come, yon have lost the 
heart of ^gvfor Benedick. You have put hhn down, 
lady, yon have pnft hirti down. 

Bealr. (l.) So I would not he shottld'do me, my lord ; 
lest T should prore^he mother of fools. I have brought 
Count Claudio, whom yon sent me to seek. 

Pedro, Why, how now,[Count ? wherefore are you sad ? 

Clemd, (g.) Not sad, toy lord. 

Pedi o. How then ? Sick ? 

Claud, Neither, thy lord. 
• Bedtr» The Count is neither sad, nor side, nor merry^ 
nor well : but ciifl, Coiint ; civil'as an oitmge, and some- 
thing of that jealotts cimrnlexibn. 

Peih*o. I*fisith, lady, T think your blazen to be true ; 
though, ril be sworn, if he1>e so, his conceit is false. 
Here, Claudio, I liave wooed in fhy name, and fair 
Hero is wbn ; I have broke With h^r father, and his 
Itood-will ^tltlned : hamej the day of marriage, and 
Heaven give thee joy ! 

- Leon, Count, t&e of hie my daughter, aitd with her 
myfortmies; hfs <6rac6 hftth tttadethe matoh, Bnd all 
jitraee say ato^ to ft ! 

Beatr, Speak, Count, His yotir ene. 

CXuud, Silence is the perftoctest herald of jo)r : I were 
but little happy. If 1 could say how much. Lady^ 
[Beatrice 9tgh$] as you are mine, I am yours : I give 
away myself for yon, and dote upon the exchange. 

Beidr. Speak, cousin, or, if you cannot stop his 
mouth with a kiss, and letliimnot speak, neither. 

Pedro, Tn (kith, lady, you have a inerry heart. 

Beofr. Yea, my Lord, I thank It, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy side of care.- My cousin tells 'bim in his 
ear, that he is In her heart. 

Cldud, And so she doth, cousin. ' 

BeiOr, Good lord, for aUianco ! Thustgodl^ every 
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one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned ; I may stt 
in a comer, and cry, *' Heigho for a husband !" 

Pedro, (r.) Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beatr. I would rather have one of your father'^ (^et* 
ting. Hath your Grace ne'er a brother like you ? Your 
father got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by. 
them. 

Pedro. Will you haye me, lady ? 

Beatr, No, my. Lord, unless I might have another 
for working 'days : your Grace is too costly to wear 
cTery day :— But I beseech your Grace, pardon me ; I 
was bom to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

Pedro, Your silence most offends me; and to be 
merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, you were 
born in a merry hour. 

. Beatr, No, sure, my Lord, my'mother cried ; but then 
there was a star danced, and under that was I bora* 
Cousins, Heaven §piye you joy ! 

Leon, Niece, will you look to those things I told you 
of? 

Beatr, [Crossing to r.] I cry you mercy, uncle. By 
your Grace's pardon. [Exit r, 

Pedro. By my troth,' a pleasant-spirited-lady I 
Count Glaudio, when mean you to go to church ? 
■ Claud. To*morrow, my Lord : 'Hme goes on cratch- 
es, till loTe haye all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son ; and a time too 
brief too, to haye all things answer my mind. 

Pedro, (r.) Come, you shake the head at so long a 
breathing ; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us. 1 will, in the interim, under- 
take one of Hercules' labours ; which is, to bring Sig- 
uier Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a mountain 
of affection, the one with the other. I would fain haye 
if, a match ; and I doubt not to fashion it, if yp^ three 
will but minister such assistance as I shall giye you 
direction. 

. Lecin. My Lord, I am for you, if it cost me ten nights 
watchings. 

Claud, (l.^ And 1, my Lord. 

Pedro, (l.) And you too, gentle Hero 7 
, Hero. I will do any modest office, my Lord, to help 
my cousin to a good husband. 

Pedro. And Benedick is not the unbopefullest hus- 
band that 1 know : thus far, can I praise him; he is of 
a noblC'Strain, of approved valour, and confirmed ho- 
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nesty. I will teach yon bow to hamoar your cousin, 
that she shall fall in lore with Benedick : and I, with 
your two helps, will so practise on Benedick, that, in 
despite of his quick wit and queasy stomach, he shall 
fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is 
no longer an archer ; his glory shall be onrs, for we 
are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell 
you my drift. [Exetmtf l 

SCENE II.— J Hall in Leonato^a Howe. 
Enter Don John and Borachio, r. 

John, (l.) It is so; the Count Ciaudio shall marry 
the daughter of Leonato. 
. Bor. (c.) Yea, my Lord ; but I can cross it. 

John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment, win oe 
medicinable to me : 1 am sick in displeasure to him ; 
and whatsoever comes athwart his affection, ranges 
eiFenly with mine. How canst thou «ross this mar- 
riage? • 

Bor» Not honestly, my Lord ; but so covertly, that 
no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

John, Show me briefly how. 

Bor. I think I told your Lordship a year since how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting gen- 
tlewoman to Hero. 

John, I remember. 

Bor, I can, at any unseasonable instant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her lady*s chamber window. 

John, What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage ? 

fi Bor, The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go 
you to the prince, your brother ; spare not to tell him, 
that he hath wronged his honour in marrying the re- 
nowned Ciaudio, whose estimation do you mightily 
hold up^ to a contaminated stale, such a one as Hero. 

John, What proof shall I make of that ? 
Bor, Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex Ciau- 
dio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you for any 
other issue? 

John, Only to despite them, I will endeavour any 
thing. 

Bor, Go then^ find me a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro, and the Count Ciaudio, alone*: tell them that 
you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal 
both to the prince and Ciaudio, as—in love of your 
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brother*! honour, who hath mado this nuiteh ; and hia 
friend's reputation, who is thus like to be cozened with 
the semblance of a maid— that you haye disooyered 
thus. They will scarcely believe this wtthout trial : 
offer them instances ; which shall bear no less likeli* 
hood, than to see me at her chamber window ; hear mo 
call Marffaret, Hero; hear Margaret term me Bora« 
chio ; and bring them to see this the yery night be* 
fore the intended wedding : for. In the mean time, I 
will so fashion the matter, that Hero shall be absent ; 
and there shall appear such seeming tmth of Hero*a 
disloyalty, that Jealousy shall be called assurance, and 
all the prefijaration overthrown. 

John, Grow this to what adyerse issue it can, I will 
put it in practice : be cunning in theworking.this, and 
thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bor, Be you constant in the aocssation, and my can* 
ning shall not shame me. 

John, I will presently go learn their day of manri- 
age. [Senile— BorAchio, b. JoBlr, t. 

SCENE HI l£onaio*§ Garden. 

BsMKoioK $edted* 

Bened, I do much wonder that one man, seeing how 
much another man is a fool when he dedicates his be- 
haviours . to love, will, after he hath laughed at such 
shallow follies in others, become the argument of ihis 
own scorn, by falling In loye : and such a man is Clan- 
dio. I have known when there was no music with him 
but the drum and the fife ; and now had he rather hear 
the tabor and the pipe : I have known when he would 
have walked ten mile kfoot, to see a good armour ; 
and now. will he lie t^ nights awake, carving the fa- 
shion of a new doublet. He was wont to sp^Lk plain, 
and to the purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier; 
and now he ; is turned orthographer ; his words are a 
yery fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May I be so converted, and see with these eyes ? I 
cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be sworn, bat lore 
may transform me to an oyster ; bat I'll take my oath 
on It, till he haye made, an oyster of me, he shall neyer 
make me such a fool. One woman is fair ; yet I am 
well : another is wise ; yet I am well : another virtu- 
ous ; yet I am well : but till all graces be in one wo- 
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man, one wonan shall not come in my grace. Rich she 
shall be, that's certain; wise, or 111 none; ylrtvons^ 
or I'll neYer cheapen her ; fair, or 111 never look oa 
her ; mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I ; of 
good discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair 
shall be of what colour it please Hearen. Ha ! the 
Prince, and Monsieur IjOto : I will hide me in the ar- 
bour. [ WUkdratM. 

Enter s. u. b. Don Pbdbo, Lbonato, Glavoio, Bai.- 
THASAR, and 8INGBII8*— -Don Pedbo, JTC. stand b. 
ViNGB&s Hand l. 

Pedro, Come, shall we hear this music ? 

CloMd, Yea, my good Lord :— how still the even- 
ing is, 
As hush*d on purpose to grace harmony ! 

Pedro, See you where BenediclL hath hid himself? 
Come, Balthasar, we*ll h^ar that song again. 

OLEB. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever ;^ '^ 
One foot in sea, and one on shore ; 

To one thing constant never i 

Then sigh not so. 

But let them go. 
And be you blithe and bonny; 
Converting all your sounds of woe) 
Into Hey nonnyi nonny. 

Sing no mere ditties, sing no mo. 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so. 

Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, ftc. 

~ Pedrtf, Dost thou hear, Balthasar ? I pray thee, get 
us somd excellent music; for, to-morrow night, we 
wottl^ have it at the Lady Heroes chamber window. 

BaUk, The best 1 can, my lord. 

Pedro, Do so: farewell 1 lExewU Baltbasab and 
SiNOBBB, L.] Come hither, Leonato : What was it 
you told me of to-day ? that your niece, Beatrice, was 
in love with Signior Benedick ? [Thesf Ht. 

Oand. O, ay: [AtideJ] Stalk on, stalk oa; the 
fowl sits.— I did never think that lady^wouldhave loved 
any nan. 



I 
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Leon. No, nor T neither ; but most wonderful, that 
n}ke should bo dote on Signior Benedick, whom she 
haih, in all outward behaviours, seemed ever to abhor. > 
' Bened, ILUteniny at R. u. e.] Fs*t possible? Sits 
the wind io that corner ? 

Leon. By my troth, my Lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that . she loves him with an enraged 
alTection — it is past the infinite of thought. 

Pedro, May be she doth but counterfeit. 
- Claud. ^Faith, like enough. 

Leon, Counterfeit ! There never was counterfeit of 
passion came so near the life of passion as she disco- 
vers it. • 

Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she ? 

CUmd. lAside.'\ Bait the hook well ; this fish will 
bite. 

Leon. What effects, my Lord I She will sit you. — 
Itovi heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze me : I 
would have thought her spirit had been invincible 
against all assaults of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my Lord ; vespecial- 
ly against Benedick. 

Bened. I should think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow speaks it : knavery cannot, sure, hide 
himself in such reverence. 

Claud. {^AMe."] He hath ta*en the affection ; hold 
it up. 

Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to Bene- 
dick? 

Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that*s her 
torment. 
' Bened. So, so ! 

Leon. My daughter says, the ecstacy hath so much 
overborne her, that she is sometime afraid she will do 
desperate outrage to herself. 

'Pedro. It were good, if Benedick knew of it by some 
other, if she will not discover it. I pray you, tell ^ 
Benedick of it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon. Were It good, think you ? 

Claud. *Tis very possible he*ll scorn it; for the 
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible spirit. 

Bened. Very well 

Claud. Never tell him, my Lord ; let her wear it out . 
with good Counsel. . 
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Leon. Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her 
heart oat first. 

Pedro. Well, we will ))ear * farther of it by your 
daughter; let it cool the while. I love BencKiiok 
well ; and I could wish he would modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unworthy so good a 
lady. [Bell rinjs. 

Leon* My lord, will yon walk ? dinner is ready. 

iTheyrise. 

Claud. [Aside,"] If he do not dote on her U|K>n this, 
I will never trust my expectation. 

Pedro. [AMe.^ Let there be the same net spread 
for her, and that must your daughter and her gentle* 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold an 
opinion of one another* s dotage, and no such matter; 
that's the scene that I would see. Let us send her to 
call him to dinner. [Ejceunt^ b^ 

[Benedick advances sqftiy to c. 

Bened. This can be no trick : The conference was 
«adly borne. They have the truth- of this from Hero. 
They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her affections 
have their fuU bent. Love me 1 why, it must be requit- 
ed.' I hear how I am censured ; they say, I will bear 
Viyself proudly, if I„ perceive the love come from her : 
they say too, that she will rather die than give any sign 
of affection. I did never think to marry : [Crosses ton.] 
I must not seem proud : happy are they that hear their 
detractions, and can put tliem to mending. They say, 
the lady is fair ; [Returns to c.l 'tis a truth, I can bear 
them witiiejss : and virtuous ; — tis so, I cannot reprove 
it : and wise — but for loving me : — By my troth, it is no 
addition to her wit ; nor no great argument of her folly, 
for I will be horribly in loYe with her. I nmy chance 
have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, 
because I have railed so long against marriage : But 
doth not the appetite alter ? A man loves the meat in his 
youth, that he cannot endure in his age. Shall quips, 
and sentences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe 
a man from the career of his humour 1 No : the world 
must be peopled. [Walks about agiiaied.} When I 
said, I would die a batciielor, I did not think I should 
live till 4 were married. Here comes Beatrice. By 
this day^, she's a fair lady : [Takes off his hat altdicfpes 
it'-^ad^usts his dress."] I do spy some marks of love in 
her. 
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Enter "Beatrice f r. 

Beatr. (r.) Against my will, I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner. 

Bened. (l. c.) Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your 
pains. 

Beatr. I took no more pains for those thanks, than 
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painftil, I 
would not have come. 

Bened. You take pleasure, then, in the message ? 

Beatr. Yea, jnst so much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw withal. You have no 
stomach, signior ; fare you well. \^ExU, r. 

Bemed. Ha I " Against my will, I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner;** — there's a double meaning in thaU 
** I took no more pains for those thanks, than you take 
pains to thank me** — that's as much as to say, " Any 
pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks.'* If I do 
not take pity on her, I am a villain ; if I do not love 
her, I am a Jew : — I will vo get her picture. {ExU, r. 

END OP ACT IT. 



ACT 111. 

, SCENE I. — LemuUo*s Garden. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula, l. 

Hero. (r. c.) Good Margaret, run thee into the par- 
lour. 
There shalt thou find my cousin, Beatrice ; 
i Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
1 Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard'st us ; 
And bid her steal into the garden here. 
To listen our purpose i This is thy office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 
Mdrg. 1*11 make her come, I warrant you, presently. 

[J^Jri^ Margaret, r. 
H&to. (R.) Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come. 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
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When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee must be, how 6enedick 
Is sick in lore with Beatrice : of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made. 
That only wounds by hearsay. 

' Enter Beatrice, r. and retires back on r. 

^ Aside,'] Now begin ; 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 

Close by the ground, to hear ouv conference. 

Vrs. (c. Aside,) Fear you not my part of the dia- 
logue. 

Hero, (c.) No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 

Vrs. But are you sure. 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 
They did entreat me to acquaint her of it : 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection. 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs, Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero, O, god of love ! I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man>} 
But nature never framM a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes. 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape, nor project of affection. 
She is so self-endear 'd. 

Urs. Sure, Tthink so ; 
And therefore, certainly, it w«re not good 
She knew his love, lestsh^'make sport at it. 

Hero, Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw man. 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured. 
But she would spell him backward : if fair-faced. 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 

D 2 
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Pedro, She shall be buried with her face upwards. 

Bened, Yet this Is no charm for the tooth-ache. — Old 
Siffnior, [To Lbonato] walk aside with me ; IReUring 
R.J I have studied eight or nine wise words to speak to 
you, which these hobby-horses must not hear. 

l^Exeimt Benedick and Leonato, r. 

Pedro, For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud, (l.) *Tis even so : Hero and Margaret ha?e, 
by this time, played their parts with Beatrice ; and then 
the two bear» will not bite one another, when they meet. 

Enter Don John, l. 

John, (c.) My lord and brother, heaven save you ! • 

Pedro, Good den, brother. 

John, If your leisure served, I would speak with you. 

Pedro. In private ? 

John. If it please you ;— yet Count €laudio may 
hear ; for what I speak of concerns him. 

Pedro. What's the matter? 

John. Means your lordship to be married to morrow ? 

Pedro, You know he does. 

John. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 

Claud, If there be any impediment, I pray you, dis- 
cover it. 

John, You may think, I love you not ; let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now will ma- 
nifest: for my brother, I think, he holds you well ; and. 
In dearness of heart, hath holp to effect your ensuing 
marriage: surely, suit ill spent, and labour ill be- 
stowed 1 

Pedro, Why, what's the matter ? 

John. I came hither to tell you, and, circumstances 
shortened, for she hath too long been a-talking of, the 
lady is disloyal. 

Claud, Who? Hero! 

John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Heroj every" 
man'-s hero. 

Claud. Disloyal ! 

John, The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
ness : I could say, she were worse ; think you of a worse 
title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not till farther 
warrant : go but with me to-night, you shall see her 
chamber window entered ; even the night before her 
wedding day ; if you love her then, to-morrow wed 
her ; but it would better fit your honour to change your 
-^nd. 
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Claud, May this lie so ? 

Pedro. I will not think it.— 

John, If yon dare not trust that you see, 'confess not 
that you know. ; if you will follow me, I will show you 
enough ; and when you have seen more, and heard 
more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I shoold not 
marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, 'where I 
should wed, there will I shame her. 

Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to disgrace her. 

John. I will disparage her no farther, till you are my 
witnesses ; bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the 
issue show itself. [Exeuni, l. 



SCENE lU.'-The Street. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Seacoal, Oatcake, and 
four Watchmen, l. u. b. 

Dogb. (r. c.) Are you good men and true]? 

Verges, (c.) Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for 
them, if Ihey shoifld have any allegiance in them, being 
chosen for the prince's watch. 

Verges, (l. c.) Well, give them their charge, neigh- 
bour Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desarttess man 
to be constable ? 

Verges. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; for 
they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal: Heaven 
hath bless*d you with a good name : to be a well-fa- 
vour*d man is the gift of fortune ; but to write and 
read comes by nature. 

Sea. (r.) Both which, Master Constable 

Dogb. (c.) You have. I knew it would be your an- 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give heaven 
thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for your writing 
and reading, let that appear when there is no need of 
such vanity. You are thought here to be the most 
senseless and fit man for the Constable of the watch : 
therefore, bear you the lantern : This is your charge ; 
You shall comprehend all vagrom men ; you are to biil 
any man stand, in the prince's name. 
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ISea, (r c.) How if he will not stand? 

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him, but let him go, 
ftnd presently call the rest of the watch together, and 
thank heaven you are rid of a knave. 

Verges. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is 
none of the prince*s subjects. 

Dogb, True ; and they are to meddle with none but 
* the prince's subjects. Yon shall also make no noise in 
the streets ; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is 
most tolerable, and not to be endured. 

Sea, We will rather sleep than talk ; we know what 
belongs to a watch. 

Dogb, Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet 
watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should offend : 
only," haxe a care that your bills be not stolen : — Well, 
you are to call at all the alehouses, and bid those that 
are drunk get them to bed. 

Sea, How if they will not ? 

Dogb, Why, then, let them alone till they are sober; 
if they make you not then the better answer, you may 
say, they are not the men you took them for. 
. Sea, Well, sir. 

Dogb, If you meet a thief, you may suspect*him, by 
virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, for such 
kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them, 
why, the more is for > our honesty. 

Sea. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not lay 
hands on him ? 

Dogb, Truly, by your office, you may ; but, I think, 
they that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peaceable 
way for you, if you take a thief, is, to let him show 
himself what he is, and steal out of ) our company. 

Verges, You have been always called a merciful man, 
partner. 

Dogb, Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will; 
m'uch more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verges, If you hear a child cry in the night, you must 
call to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

Sea, How if the nurse be asleep, and will not hear 
us? 

Dogb, Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child 
wake her with crying ; for the ewe that will not hear her 
lamb when it baes, will never answer a calf when he 
bleats. 

Verges, 'Tis very true. 

Doifb, This is the end of the charge. You, constable, 
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are to present the prince's own person ; if yoa meet the 
prince in the night, yoa may Btay him. 

Verges, Nay, by'rlady, that, t think he cannot. 

D096. Five shillings to one on*t with any man, that 
knows the statutes, he may stay him : marry, not without 
the prince be willing : for, indeed the watch ought to 
offend no man ; and it is an offence to stay a man against 
his will. 

Verkes. By'rlady, I think it be so. 

Ji#^l. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Well, masters, good night : an 
there be any matter of weight chances, call up rae : keep 
your fellows* counsels and your own, and good night. — 
Come, neighbour. \^Exewit Do6Besry aiid Verges, l. 

Sea. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let us go sit 
upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed. 

He-enter Dogbbsrt and Verges, l. 

Doj^ One word more, honest neighbours: I pray 
you, watch about Signior Leooato's door ; for the wed- 
ding being there to-morrow, there is a great coll to* 
i|ight : Adieu I be Tigilant, I beseeoh you. 

[Exeunt Dogqerrt tmd Verges, l. 

Enter Borachio, r. 

" Bor, (r.) What, Gonmde !— 
Sea, [Ande, to hU Party an the l.] Peaee, stir not. 
Bor. Conrade, I say ! 

Enter Gonrade» b. 

Con, (r.) Here, man, I am at your elbow. 
. Bor, 8tand thee close, then ; and I will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Sea, [Aside, L.J Some treason, masters ; yet stand 
close. 

Bor, Therefore knOw, I haye earned of Don J4>hn a 
thousand ducats. 

Con, Is it possible that any Tillainy should be so 
dear? 

Bor, Thou should*st rather ask, if it were possible 
any villainy should be so rich ; for, when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may have what price 
they wili. 

Con. I wonder at it. 

Bor, That phows thou art unconfirmed : Thou know- 
est that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is 
nothing to a man. 
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Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bor, I mean the fashion. ^ 

Con, Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bor, Tush ! I may as well say, the fool's the fool. — 
But seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion 
is? 

Sea, {^Aside, as before,'] I know that Deformed ; he 
has been a vile thief these seven years ; he goes up and 
down like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bor, Didst thou not hear somebody ? " 

Con, No ; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bor, Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this 
fashion is ? how giddily he turns about all the hot bloods, 
between fourteen and five and thirty. 

Con, Art not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, 
that thou bast shifted out of thy lale into telling me of 
the fashion. 

Bor. Not so, neither : but know, that 1 have to-night 
wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; she leans me out at her mistress' cham- 
ber window ; bids me a thousand times good night. I 
tell this tale vilely: I should first tell thee, how the 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted, and placed, and 
possessed by my master, Don John, saw afar oif, in the 
orchard, this amiable encounter. 

Con, And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bor. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio ; — 
[^JVaUhmen prepav ing to advance'] but the devil, my 
master, knew she was Margaret: away went Claudio 
enraged ; [ Watchmen advance] swore he would meet 
her, as he was appointed, next morning at the temple, 
and there, before the whole congregation, shame her 
with what he saw over night, and send her home again 
without a husband. 

Sea, (r. c.) We charge you in. the prince's name 
stand ! 

Oat, (c.) Call up the right master constable: [E.rit 
a Watchman, i..] We have here recovered the most 
dangerous piece of lechery that ever was known in the 
commonwealth. 

Sea, And one Deformed is one of them ; I know him ; 
he wears a lock. 

Con. [Sbacoal and Watchmen s€i2reBouAciiioan(2 
CONRADE.] Masters, masters, — 

Sea^ You'll be made bring Deformed forth, 1 warrant 
you. 
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Co«. Masters,-*- 

Sea. Never speak ; we^harge yoo, let us obffy you 
to go with us. 

lExeunty l. with PrUtmen in custody. 



SCENE lY.-^A Hall in Leonato*s House, 

Enter Leonato, Dogberry, and Verges, r. 

Leon, (l.) What would you with me, honest neigh- 
boar ? 

Dogb. (c.) Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that discenis you nearly. 

Leon, Brief, I pray you ; for you see 'tis a busy time 
with me« 

Dogb, Marry, this it is, sir ! 

Verges, (c.) Yes, in truth it is, sir ! 
- Leon, What is it. my good friends ? 

Dogb, Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the 
matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt, 
as. Heaven help, I would desire they were! but, in 
faith, honest as the skin between his brows. 

Verges, Yes. 1 thank Heaven, I am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester than I. 

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous: palabras, neigh- 
boar Verges. 

Leon, Neighbours, you are tedious." 

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but we are 
the poor duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine own part, 
if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in my heart 
to bestow it all of your worship. 

Leon, All thy tediousness on me, ha ? 

Dogb, Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more than 
'tis ; for I hear as good exclamation on your worship, 
as of any mhn in the city ; and though I be but a poor 
man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verges, And so am I. 

Leon, 1 would fain know what you have to say. 

Verges, Marry, sir; our watch to-night, excepting your 
worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as arrant 
knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; — he will be talking — as 
they say. When the age is in, the wit is out ; — Heaven 
help us ! it is a world to see ! Well said, i'faiih, neigh- 
hour Verges I — An two men ride of a horse, one must 
ride behind :— An honest soul, i'faith, sir ! by my troth. 
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be is, as eyer broke bread ! but, Hesven is to be ivcr- 
shipped — All men are not alike , alas, good neighbour I 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of yos. 

Dogb. Gifts, that HeaTen gives. 

Leon. 1 must leave yon. [Crossing to a. 

Dogh. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have, indeed, 
comprehended two aspieions persons, and we would have 
them this morning examined before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring it 
me; I am now in great haste, as it may appear unto 
you. 

Dogh. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Fare you well ! [JSrit, S. 

Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get yon to Francis Sea- 
coal, bid him bring his pen and inkhom to the gaol ; we 
are now to examioation these men. 

Verges. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you: 
here's that [Toueking kisJorekead'\ shall drive some 
of them to a non-com : only get Uie learned writer to set 
down onr excommunication, and meet me at the gaol. 

[Bxenntj l. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.^A Chapel. 

Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, discovered, 

Leon, (c.) Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their par- 
ticular duties afterwards. 

Friar, (r. c.) You come hither, my lord, to marry 
this lady? 

Claud, (l. c.) No. 

Leon* To be married to her, Friar ; you come to marry 
her. 
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Friar, LadEy, yon come hither to be married to thfir 
Count ? 

Hero, (r. c.) I do. 

Friar, If either of you know any inward impediment, 
why you should not be conjoined, 1 charge you, on your 
souls » to utter it. 

Claud, Know you atiy, Hero ? 

Her9. None, my lord. 

Friar, Know you any, Coant ? 

Leon, f dare ariake his answer, none. 

Claud. Oh, what men dare do I what men may do ! 
what men daily do ! 

Bened, (l.) How now? Interjections? 

Claud, Stand thee by, Friar : Father, by your leave ; 
Will you, with free and unconstrained soul, 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as Heaven did give her me. 

Claud, And what have I to give you back, whose worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift? 

Pedro, Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud, Sweet Princei you learn me noble thankful- 
ness. — 
There, Leonato, take her back again : 
She*s but the sign and semblance of her honour : 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here ! 
Her blusb is guiltiness, not niodesty. 

Leon, (l. c.) What do you mean, my lord 7 

Claud. Not to be married. 
Not knit my soul to an approyed wanton— ~ 

Leon. Dear my Lord, if you, in your own proof, 
Have vanquished the resistance of her youth 

Claud, No, Leonato, 
I never tempted her with word too large ; 
But, as a brother to a sister, showed 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero, And seem*d I ever otherwise to you? 

Claud, Out on thy seenung I I will write against it ; ^ 

[Benedick retiree up the ntage. '\ 
You seem to me, as Dian in her orb ; ; 

As chaste, as is the bud ere it be blown ; . | 

But you are more intemperate in yonr blood ; 

Than Venus, or those pamper*d animals, 
That rage iq savage sensuality. 

Hero, Is my Lord well, that he doth speak so wide ? 

Leon, Sweet Prince, why speak not you ? 

Pedro, What should I speak ? 

£ 
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I Stand dishonour *d, that haye gone about 
To link my dear friend to a wanton here, 

Leon, Are these things spoken, or do I but dream ? 

John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are 
true. 

Hero. True, O Heaven ! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 
Is this the Prince? Is this the Prince's brother? 
Is this face Hero*s ? Are our eyes our own ? 

Leon. All. this is so ; but what of this, my Lord : 

Claud, Let me but move one question to your 
daughter. 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly; 

Leon. I charge thee do so as thou art my child I 

Hero. O Heaven defend me ! how I am beset !-^ 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 
' Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 
Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he, talked with you yesternight. 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero, i talked with no man at that hour, my Lord. - 

Pedro. Leonato, 
I am sorry, you must hear:~Upen mine honour, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved Count. 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night. 
Talk with a ruffian, at her chamber window ; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confess*d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

John. Fie, fie, they ar 
Not to be named, my Lord, not to be spoke of ; 
There is not chastity enough in language. 
Without offence to utter them : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud. O Hero., what an angel had'st thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About the thoughts and counsels of thy heart ! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell ! 
For thee, 1*11 lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 
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To turn aU beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never shall it more be gracious. 

[Hebo swoont in the amu q/* Beatrice. 
lExeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claudio. 
Leon. Hath no man*s dagger here a point for me ? 
Beatr. Why, bow now, cousin ? wherefore sink you 

down? 
Bened, [Advancing to Hero and Beatrice.] How 

doth the lady ? 
Bealr, Dead, I think ; — ^Help, uncle ! 
Hero ! why. Hero ! uncle ! Signior Benedick ! Friar ! 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame. 
That may be wishM for. 

Beatr. How now, cousin Hero ? 
Friar. [Advancing to c] Have comfort, lady. 
Leon. Dost thou look up ? 
Friar, Yea ; Wherefore should she not ? 
Leon, (l.) Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly 
thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story, that is printed in her blood ! 
Do not live, Hero : do not ope thine eyes ; 
For did I think, thou wouldst not quickly die. 
Thought I, thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches. 
Strike at thy life. Grieved I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that, at frugal nature's frame 7 
Fve one too much by thee ! O, she is falPn 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few, to wash her clean again ! 

Bened. (l. c.) Sir, sir, be patient ! 
For my part, I am so attired in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 

Beatr. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 
BcTted. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 
Beatr. No, truly not ; although, until last night, 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm*d, confirm*d! Oh, that is stronger 
made. 
Which was before barrM up with ribs of iron ? 
Would the two Princes lie? and Claudio lie ? 
Who loved her so, tiiat, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash*d it with tears ? Hence ! from her ! let her die ! 

Friar, (c.) Hear me a little ; 
For I have only silent been so long, 

E 2 
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And given way unto this course of fbrtune. 
By noting of the lady ; i have inark*d 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into tier face; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness, bear away those blushes. 
Gall me a fool ; 

Trust not my reading, nor my observation, 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here. 
Under some biting error. 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be : 
Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left, 
, Is, that she will not add to her damnation, 
A sin of perjury : she not denies it : 
Why seek'st thou, then, to cover with excuse 
That, which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Friar, Lady, what man is he, you are accused of? 
^ Hero» They know, that do accuse me : I know none : 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that, which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy I [Crosses to l. and kneels A 

O my lather. 
Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar, (l. c.) There is some strange misprision in 
the Princes. 

Bened. (l.) Two of thc^m have the very bent of hq 
nour ? 
And if ttieir wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John, the bastard. 
Whose spirits toil in frames of villainies. 

Leon, I know not ; If they speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Friar* Pause awhile. 
And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Claudio has left your daughter here for dead ; 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed. 

Leon** What shall become of this ? what will this do ? 

Friar, She dying, as^it must;be so maintain*d. 
Upon the instant that she was accused. 
Shall be lamented, pity*d, and excused. 
Of every hearer : So will it fare with Claudio : 
~^hen he shall hear, she died upon his words. 
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TThe ides of her ljif« shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imaglnatioo ; 
And every lovely organ of her life 
8ha£L oome appareU'd in more precious habit, 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul. 
Than when she lived indeed : then shall he mourn. 
And wish he had not so accused her ; 
'No, though he thought his accusatIon4rue. 
Lict this be so, and doubt not, bat success 
Will fashion the event in better shape. 
Than I can lay it down^ in Ulielihood. 

Bened, Siguier Leonato, let the Friar advise you : . 
And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Glaudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, i will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as. your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon, Being, that I flow in grief. 
The .smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar, 'Tis well consented ; presently, away ; 
Gome, lady, die, to live ; .this wedding day, 
Perhaps, is but prolonged; have patience, and endure. 
[ExeuM R. all but Benedick and Beatrice. 
Bened. (r. c.) Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 

w^hile ? 
Beatr„ (c.) Yea, and I will weep awhile longer. 
Bened, {_ Advances tg ker."] I will not desire that. 
. Beatr, You have no reason : I do it ff eely. 

Bened„ Surely, I do believe your fair cousin id 
wronged. 

Beatr, Mk^ how much might the man deserve of me, 
that would right her ! 
Bened, Is there any way to show such friendship ? 
Beatr, A very even way, but no such friend. 
Bened. May a man do it ? 
Beair, It is a man*s office, but not yours. 
Bened. [Panting,'] I do love nothing in the world so 
well as^you : [^Taket her hand,} 
Is not that strange ? 

^ Beatr, As strange as the thing I know not ; it were 
as possible for me to say, I loved nothing so w^l as 
you : but, believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; I confess 
nothing, nor I deny nothing ;— I am sorry for my oou*> 
siu. 

Bened. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me ! 
Beatr. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

£3 
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Bened. I will »wear by it, that yon love me ; and I 
will make him eat it, that says I love not you. 

Beatr. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bened, With no sauce that can be devised to it : I 
protest I love thee ! 

Beatr, Why, then, Heaven forgive me ! 

Bened. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beatr. You have staid me in an happy hour ; I was 
about to protest I loved you. 

Bened. And do it, with all thy heart I 

Beatr. I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bened. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beatr. Kill Claudio. 

Bened. Ha ! not for /the wide world ! 

Beatr. You kill me to deny it : — Farewell I 

[Goiny,;R. 

Bened, Tarry, sWeet Beatrice ! 

Beatr. I am gone, though I am here :— >There is no 
love in you :— nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bened, Beatrice, — 

Beatr, In faith, I will go 1 

Bened. IFoUont and puUs her back.'} WeUl be 
friends firsf. 

Beatr. You dare easier ^be .friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bened. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beatr. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured, my kins- 
woman ? — Oh, that I were a man ! — What ! bear her in 
hand vntil they come to take hands, and then, with pub* 
lie accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour. 
— O Heaven, that I were a man I I would eat his heart 
in the market-place ! ~ 

Bened. Hear me, Beatrice. 

Beatr. Talk with a man out at a window ? — a 'proper 
saying ! 

Bened. Nay, but Beatrice 

Beatr. Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is slan* 
dered, she is undone ! 

Bened. Beatrice! 

Beatr. Princes and counties! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-confect—- a sweet gallant, 
surely ! O that I were a man for his sake ! or that I 
had any friend, would be a man for my sake ! But man- 
hood is melted into courtesies, valour into compliment, 
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and men are only turned into tongue, and trfm ones 
too : He is now as valiant as Hercules, that only tells a 
lie, and swears it : I cannot be a man with wishing, 
therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bened. Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand I love 
thee! 

Beatr, Use^it'-^r my love, some other way than 
swearing hf^U 

Bcned, Think you in your soul, the Count Claadio 
bath wronged Hero ? 

Beatr. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul I 

Bened, Enough, 1 am engaged; \_P%tM on ki» kaf] 
I will challenge him. 

Beatr. Will you? 

Bened. Upon my soul I will. 1*11 kiss 'your hand, 
and so leave you. By this hand Claodio shall render 
me a dear account. 

Beatr. You*ll be sure to challenge him ? 

Bened. By those bright eyes 1 will. 

Bealr. My dear friend, kiss my hand again. 

Bened. As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, 
comfort your cousin : I must say she is dead ; and so 
farewell. 

Beatr. Benedick, kill him, kill him, if you can. 

Bened. As sure as he is alive, I will. 

lExeuntj Bbatr. r. Bened. l. 

SCENE II. — A PrUon. — Dogberry, Verges, Sea- 
coal, and Oatcake discovered «ea(ec/.-~ Doc berry 
and part qf the Watch i*. qf the Table ; PrUonert 
and other Watchmen^ r. 4 

Dogb. Is our whole assembly appeared ? 

Enter Sexton, l. 

Verges. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton f 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Dogb, Marry, that am I, and my partner. 

Verges. Nay, that is certain ; we^have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are Uie offenders that are to be ex- 
amined ? let them come before Master Constable. 

Dogb* Yea, marry, let them come before me. 

[Sbacoal beckons to the Watch. 

Enter Watch, bringing in Bor acbio and Conrade, r . 

What is your name, friend I 
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Bar, Borachio. 

Doyb, Pray write down Bor&chio. YoDrs,r8irrah ? 
Com, I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade* 
JDo^d. Write down Master Gtontleman *Conrade.-»' 
Masters, do you serve lieaven ? 
Con» and Bor, Yes, sir, we hope. 
Dofftf. Write down, that they hope they -serve Heaven 
— and write Heaven first ; for Heaven defend but Hea* 
van shoald 90 before such villains 1 Masters, it is prov- 
ed already, that you are little better than false knaves ; 
and it will go near to be thought so shortly. How an- 
swer you for yourselves. 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 
^ Do^, A marvellous witty fellow, I [assvre you ! — 
but I will go about with him. Come you hither, sir- 
rah 1 a word in yoiur ear, sir ; I say to you, it is thought 
you are false knaves. 

Bor. Sir, L say to you we are none. 

Dogb, Well, stand aside — 'Fore Heaven, they are 
both in a taleI-*Have you writ down, that they are 
none? 

SexUm. Master constable, you go not the way to* 
examine ; you must call the watch, that are thmr ac- 
cusers. 

Dogh, Yea, marry, that's the eftest way :-^Let the 
watch stand forth: — ^Masters, I charge you, in the 
prince's name, to accuse these men ! 

Sea. This man said, sir, that Don John, the prince's 
brother, was a villain. 

Dogb, Write dovna,— Prince John, a villain:— — 
Why, that is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother, vtl- 
lainl 

Bor, Master Constable 

Dogb, 'Pray thee, fellow, peace ! I do not like thy 
look, I promise thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him say else? 

Oat, Marry, that he had received a thousand ducats 
of Don John, for accusing the Lady Hero wrongfully. 

Dogb. Flat burglary,'.as ever was committed I 

VergeB. Yea, by the mass, that it is ! 

Sexton, What else, fellow ? 

Sea. And that Count Claudiodid mean, upon his words, 
to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, and not 
marry her. 

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be^ condemned into ever- 
lasting redemption for this. 
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Sextan. What else? 

Sea. This is all. 

Saxton, And this is more, masters, than yon can deny. 
Prince John is this morning secretly stolen away : Hero 
was in this manner accused, in this very manner refus- 
ed, andj upon the grief of this, suddenly died. Master 
Constable, let these men be bound, and brought to Leo- 
nato's. I will go before, and show him their examina- 
tion. [Exit, &. 

Dogb. (It.) Gome, let them be oplnloned. Gome, bind 
them. Thou naughty rarlet ! 

Con* Away, you are an asff ! you are an ass 1 

Dogb, Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost thou not 
suspect my years ? O that he were here, to write me down 
an ass ! — but masters, remember, that I am an i ass ; 
though it be . not written down, yet forget not, that 1 am 
an ass : — "So, thou Tillain, thou artful! of piety, as shall 
be proved upon thee by good witness^! — ^I am a wise fel- 
low ; and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is 
more, an householder; and, which is more, as pretty a 
piece of flesh, as any in Messina ; and one that kfiows 
the law, go to -; and a rich fellow enough,*go to ; and a 
fellow that hath had losses ; and one that hath two 
gowns^ and every thing handsome about him :-^Bring 
hiifi jiiwa^f . O, that I^had been writdown— an as0 1 

[Exeunt, r. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE h^The Court before Leonato^sHome.-^ame 
as Scene First, in Act First. 

Enier Lbonato and Antonio. 

Ant. (l. ) If you go on thus, you will kill yourself ; 
And *tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 
. Leon. (l. c.) I pray thee, cease thy counsel ; 
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Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 

But such a one, whose wrongs do' suit with mine. 

Bring me a father, that so loved his chfld. 

Whose joy of her is oTerwhelmM like mine, 

And bid him speak of patience ; — 

No, no ; *tis all men's office to speak patience. 

To those that wring under the load of sorrow ; 

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency, 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself; therefore give me no counsel. 

Ant» Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

liCon. I pray thee, peace ; 1 will be flesh and blood ; 
For there was never yet philosopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ache patiently ; 
However they have writ the style of gods, 
And make a pish at chance and sufferance. 

AtU. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 
Make those, who do offend you, suffer too. 

Leon. There thou speak*st reason ; nay, I will do so ; 
My soul doth tell me. Hero Is belied ; 
All that shall ClaudioRcnow, so shall the prince, 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 
. Ant Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 

Enter DoN^PEDao and Claudio, l. and cross to ■• 

Pedro, Oood den, good den. 

Claud, Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords- 
Pedro. We nave some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord ! — well, fare you well, my 
lord: 
Are you so hasty now ? — ^well, all is one. 

Pedro, (r.) Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 
man. 

Ant» If he could right himself with quarrelling. 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud, (r.) Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me, thou dissembler 
thou I 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand. 
If it should give your age such cause of fear I 
\tk faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 
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Leon. Tush,'tiish, man. Never fleer and jest at me ! 
I speak not tike a dotard,- nor a fool. 
As, under priTilege of age, pa brag 
What I have done being yoUng, or what would do. 
Were I not old : Kn<9w, Glaiidio, to thy head, 
Thoa hast so wrong'd rey^finocent child, and me, 
That I am forced to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey batrs, and bruise of many days. 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man ; 

[Going to c. and drawing his Snord, 
I say, thou hast belied my innocent child. 

Pedro. You say not right, old man. 
^ Leon. My lord, my lord, 
I -11 prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
Despite his nice fence, and his active practice. 
His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you ! 

Leon. Canst thou so da£f me ? 

Ant. Let him answer me : 
Come,-i6Uow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me ; 
Sir boy, 1*11 whip you from your foining fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will I 

Leon, (c.) Brother 

Ant. (c.) Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milksops I 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed. 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue 1 

Leon. Brother Antony 

Ant. Hold you content ; What, man ! I know them, yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple ; 
Scambling, outfacing, fashion-mong'ring boys. 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slander. 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words. 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst^ 
And this is all. 

Leon. But, brother Antony 

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter ; 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

Pedro, (r. c.) Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ; 
But, on my honour, she was charged with nothing 
fiut what was true, and very fall of proof. ' 

Leon. My lord, my lord — 

Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No? 
Brother, away ; I will be heard ! ^ 

8 
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Ant, And shall, 
Or some of us will smart for it. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Antonio through the gate 
in c. qfbaek scene, 

Pedro. See, see, 
Here comes the mau« we went to seek ! 

Enter Benedick, l. 

Claud, (c.) Now, Signior, 
What news? 

Bened, (l.) Good day, my lord. 
Pedro. Welcome, Signior! 
You are almost come to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses snapp- 
ed off, with two old men without teeth. 

Pedro. Leonato and his brother ; What thinfc*st thou 7 
Had we fought, I doubt, we should .have' been too 
young for them. 

Bened. In a false quarrel, there is no true ralou'r. I 
came to seek you both. 

Claud* We haye been up and down to seek thee ; for 
we are high proof melancholy, and would fain have it 
beaten away ; Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bened, (l. e.) It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ? 
Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale !-^Art 
thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud. What ! courage, man ! What, though care 

killed a cat, thou hast metal enough in thee to kill care. 

Bened, Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, if 

you charge it against me ; I pray yon, chu^ another 

subject. I don't like it. 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more I I 
think, he be angry, indeed ! [Retires up the Stage, 
Claud, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 
Bened. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 
Claud. Heaven bless me from a challenge ! 
Bened, You are a villain 1 I jest not — I will make it 
good, how you dare, with what you dare, and when you 
dare: — Do me right, or I will protest your cowardice. 
You have killed a sweet lady, and her death shall fall 
heavy upon you ! Let me hear from you. 

Claud, Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 
Pedro. What, a feast, a feast ! [Jdvandng, 

Claud. I* faith, I thank him, he hath bid roe to a 
calf s head ; the which, if I do not carve most curiously, 
V my knijfe's naught. 
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Bemed, Sir, your wit arables w«U ; it goes easily. 

Pedro, But when shall we set the savage bull's horns 
CD the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud, Yea, and text underneath. — Here dwells Bene- 
dick, the married man? ^Goesto r. c. and turn*, 

Bened, Fare you well, boy ! you know my mind— I 
win leave you now to year gossip-like humour : you 
break jests as braggarts do their blades, which Heaven 
be thanked, hurt not!~My lord, [Takes off hit Hat] 
for your many courtesies, I thank you — I must discontinue 
your company : your brother, the bastard, is fled from 
Messina; you have, among you, killed a sweet and 
innocent lady: For my Lord Lackbeard there, he 
and I shall meet, and till then, peace be with him t Let 
me hear from you. [EixU^ l. 

Pedro, He is in earnest. 

CUmd, In most profoand earnest ; and, 1*11 warrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice ! 

Pedro, And hath challengt^ thee ? 

Claud, Most sincerely I 

Piidro. What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in 
his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit ! — Did he 
not say, my brother was fled ? 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, with Conrade and Bora- 
cHio boundy followed by Sekcoa.!, Oatcake, andjthe 
Watch, l. Pedro ancf Claud* «tanc{ r« 

Dogb, (c.) Come you, sir! if justice cannot tame you, 
she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance ; nay, 
and you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must be looked 
to. 

Pedro, How now, two of my brother's men bound ! 
Boracbio one ! 

Claud, Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

Pedro, OfScers, what offence have these men done t 

Dogb. Marry, sir, they hate committed false report ; 
m<»eover, they have spoken untruths ; secondarily, they 
are slanders : sisin and lastly, they have belied a lady ; 
thirdly, they have verified unjust things : and, to con- 
clude, they are lying knaves. 

Pedro, First, I ask thee, what they have ^done ; 
thirdly, I ask thee, what's their offence ; sixth and lastly, 
why they are committed ; and, to conclude, what you 
lay to their charge. 

Claud, (r.) Rightly reasoned, and in his own division. 

Pedro, Whom have you offended, masters, that yo*' 

F 
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are thus bound to yonr answer? this learned constable 

18 too cunning to be understood : What's your offence ? T 

Bor. (l.) Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine k 

answer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me. I U 

have deceivedeven your very eyes : what your wisdoms li 

could not discoyer, these shallow fooU have brought to 
light ; who, in the night, overheard me confessing to k 

this man, how Don John, your brother, incensed me to I 

slander the Lady Hero ; how you were brought into the T 

orchard, and saw me court Margaret, in Hero's gar- 
ments ; how you disgraced her, when you should marry 
her : myljvillainy they have upon record, which, I had 
rather seal with my death, than repeat over to my shame : 
the lady is dead, upon mine and my master's false accu- 
sation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of 
a villain. 

Pedro. \_To Claud.] Runs not this speech like iron 
through yonr blood ? 

Claud, I have drunk poison, whiles he uttered it. 
I Pedeo. But did my brother set thee oi^to this? 

Bor, Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Pedro, He is. composed and framed of treachery]: 
And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud, Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear in 
the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dogb, Come, bring away the plaintiffs; by this time, 
our sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the mat- 
ter: And, masters, do not forget to specify, when time 
and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Verge$, Here corneal Master Signior Leonato, and the 
sexton too. 

EiUxr Leonato, Servants, and the Sexton, i,. 

Leon* Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes ; 
That, when I note another man like him, 
I^may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 

Bor, If you would know your wronger, look on me. 
; Leon, Art thou the slave, that, with thy breath, hast 

killed 
Mine innocent child ? 
Bor, Yea— even I alone. 

Leon, No, not so. villain ; thou beliest thyself; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it : 

[Turning to Claudio and Pedro. 
"nk you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
d it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
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Ckmd. I Iehow not how to pray yoar patience. 
Yet I must speak : Chnse your revenge yourself; 
Ijnpose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin ; yet sinn*d I not, 
But in mistaking'. 

Pedro, By my soul, nor I ; 
And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any neavy weight 
That he*il enjoin roe to. 

Leon, (l. o.) I cannot bid you bid my daughter live. 
That were impossible ; but, I pray yon both. 
Possess the people in Messina here, 
How innocent she died ; 
To-morrow morning, come you to my house ; 
And, since you could not be my son-in-law. 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter. 
Almost a copy of my child that*s dead, 
And slve alone is heir to both of us ; 
Give her. the right, you should have given her cousin, 
And so dies my revenge. 
Claud. O, noble sir. 
Your over kindness doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your offer, and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 
Leon, (r.) To-morrow, then, .1 will expect your 
coming. 
To-night I take my leave. 

[Exeunt Pedbo and Claudio, b. 
This naughty man 

Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong. 

Bar. No, by my soul, she was not ; 
Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me $ 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb. Moreover, sir, which, indeed, is not under 
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did 
call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered in his 

Sunishment ; and also the watch heard him talk of one 
Reformed — pray you examine him upon that point. 
Leon, (c.) I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 
Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and 
reverend youth ; and I praise heaven for you ! 
Leon. There*s for thy pains. 
Dogb, Heaven save the foundation! 

P 2 
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Leon. Oo, I discharge thee of thy pVisoners^ and I 
thank thee* 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship; 
which, I beseech your worship to correct yourself, for 
the example of others. Heaven keep your worship — I 
wish your worship well. Heaven restore you to health 5 
1 humbly give you leave to depart ; and, if a merry 
meeting may be wished. Heaven prohibit it ! Come^ 
neighbour. 

lExeunt Doobbrrt, Vbrobs, the SfcxfON, Sea- 
coAi;, Oatcakb, and the Watch, l. 
Leon, [To Servants.] Bring you these fellows on ; 
we*ll talk with Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 

lExeunt through the court ffate, 

SCENE 11.—^ HaU in LeonatoU House. 
JSnfer Bbkbpice and Margaret, x. 

Bened, (l. c.) 'Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, 
deserve well at my hands^ by helping me to the speech 
of Beatrice. \ 

Marg, (c.) Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of nay beauty ? 

Bened, In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth) 
thou deservest it I 

Marg, To have no man come over me 2 why, shall I 
always keep below stairs ? 

Bened. Thy wit is 9S quick as the grevhound*s mouth, 
it catches. f 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which 
hit, but hurt not. 

Bened. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not hart 
a woman : and so, 1 pray thee, call Beatrice. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you. [firity «u 

Bened. ISings^l The god of love, 

That sits above, 
And knows me, and knows me. 

How pitiful 1 deserve.——^ 
I mean in singing ; but in loving, Leander, the good 
swimmer, Trollus, the first employer of panders, and 
a whole book full of these quondam carpet-mongers, 
whose names yet run smoothly in the even rpad of a 
blank verse, why, they were never so truly turned over 
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and over, as my poor self, in love : Marry, I cannot 
show it in rhyme ; I have tried ; I can find out no rhyme 
to lady but baby, an innocent rhyme ; for school, fool, 
a babbling rhyme; for scora, horn, a hard rhyme 
very ominous endings ! No, I was not bopi under a 
rhyming planet, for I cannot woo in festival terms.— . 

^nter Beatbice, s. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee? 

beatr, (a. c.) Yea, signior, and depart when you bid 
me. 

Bened. O, stay but till then ! . 

Beatr, Then, is spoken ; fare you well now :— >and 
yet, ere 1 go, let me go with that I came for, which is, 
with knowing what hath past between you and Claudio. 

Bened' Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either 
I must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe him 
a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for which of 
my bad parts didst thoa first fall in love with me 1 

Beatr, For them altogether; which maintained so 
politic a state of evil, that they will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 
good parts did yon first sufi'er love for me ? 

Bened. Suffer love ; a good epithet ! I do suffer love, . 
Indeed^ for I love thee against my will. 

Beair. In spile of your heart, I think ! alas I poor 
heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yolirs ; idr I will never love that which my fnend hates. 

Bened. Thou and i are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beatr. It apj^ears not in this confession ; there's not 
one wise man among twenty that will praise himself. 

Bened, An old, an old instance.-^Beatrloe, that lived 
in the time of good neighbours. — If a man do not erect, 
in this age, his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no 
longer in monument than the bell rings tad the widow 
weeps. 

Beatr, And how long is that, think you ? 

Bened, Why, an hoar in clamour, and a quarter in 
rheum ; therefore it is most expedient for the wise, if 
Don Worm, his conscience, find no impediment to the 
contrary, to be the trumpet oC his own virtues, as I am 
to myself. So much for praising my-self, who, I myself 
will bear witness, is praiSe-worlhy.>— And bow tell me, 
how dath yonr cousin ? 

Beatr, Very ill. 

B^ted, And how do youl 
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Beatr, Very ill too. 

Bened, Serve heaven, love me, and mend. 
Here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ursula, l. 

Urs, Madam, yon mnst come to your nncle; it is 
•roved my Lady Hero hath been falsely accused, tlie 
Prince and Claadio mightily abased ; and Don John is 
the author of all, who is fled and gone. 

[Exit Ursula, l. 

Beatr. Will yon go hear this news, signior? 

Bened, I will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and be 
buried in thy heart ; and, moreover, I will go with thee 
to thy uncle. 

SCENE III. — A Room in Leonato*8 House, 

Enter Lbonato, Hero, Friar, Antonio, Benedick, 
Beatrice, Ursula, and other Ladies, r. 

Friar, (l. c.) Did not I tell you she was innocent? 

Lean, (l.) So are the Prince and Claudio, who ac- 
cused her. 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was In some fault for this ; 
Although against her will, as it appears. 

Ant, fR.) Well, lam glad that all things sort so well. 

' Bened, (c.) And so am I, being else by faith enforced 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon, [To the Ladies who stand onn.] Well, daugh-^ 
ter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves : 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask*d : 
The Prince and Claudio promised by this hour 
To^visit me. 

' [Exeunt Beatrice, Hero, and aUthe Ladies, r. 
Yon know your office, brother ; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter. 
And give her to young Claudio. 

Ant, Which I will do with a confirmM countenance. 

Bened. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, Signior;? 

Bened. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.— 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good Signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon, That eye my daughter lent her : 'tis most true. 

Bened. And I.do vrith an eye of love requite her. 

Leon, The sight whereof, I think, yon had from me , 

>in Claudio and the Prince : But what's your will ? 
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Bened. Yoar answer, sir, is enigrmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is, your good-will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoined 
In the estate of honourable marriage ;— 
In which, ffood friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon. 'A^ heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 
Here come the Prince and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and ClJludio, l. 

Pedro, Good-morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. We here attend you : Are you yet determined 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ? 

Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 

Leofi, Call her forth, brother : Here's the friar ready. 

{^Exit Antonio. 

Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedick: Why, what's the 
matter. 
That you have such a February face. 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? "* 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull : 
Tvsh, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And all our Europe shall rejoice at thee ; 
As once Eoropa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bened. Bull Joye, sir, had an amiable low : 
And some such strange bull leap'd your father's co^, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat. 
Much like to you, for you haYe just his bleat. 
Oh, here they come ! 

Enter Antonio, with Hero, Beatrice, Ursula, and 
other Ladies, matkedy r. 

Claud, (r. c.) Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 
Ant. (r.) This same is she, and 1 do give you her. 

[Presenting H ero . 
Claud. Why then she's mine : Sweet, let me see 

your face. 
Leon, (ii. c.) No, that yon shall not, till you take her 
hand 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar'; 
I am your husband if you like of me. 
Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife ; 

[Unmaikimff, 
And when you loved, you were my other husband. 
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Claud, Another Hero? 
Hero. Nothing certainer : 
One Hero died defiled, but I do live, 
And, surely as I live, 1 am innocent. 
Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero, that is dead ! 
Leon. She died, my Lord, but whiles her slander 

lived. 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
1*11 tell you largely of fair Hero's death : 
Meantime; let wonder seem familiar. 
And to the chapel let us presently. 
Bened. (l. c.) Soft and fair. Friar. Which is Bea- 
trice*? 
BeaJtr. (l. c.) I answer to that name. 

[Beatrice and ike other Ladies unnuuk* 
What is your will? 
Bened. Do. not you love me ? 
Beatr. No. no more than reason. 
Betted. Why, then, your uncle, and the Prince, and 
Claudio, ' 

Have been deceived, for they swore you did. 
Beatr, Do not you love me ? ^ 

Bened. No, no more than reason. 
Beatr. Why, then, my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceived, for they did swear you did. 
Bened. They swore that you were almost sick for 

me. 
Beatr. They swore that you were well nigh dead for 

me. 
Bened. 'Tis no such matter :•— Then, you do not love 

me! 
Beatr. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon. Gome, cousin, I am sure you love the gentle- 
man. 
Claud. And 1*11 be sworn upon*t that he loves her \ 
For here*s a paper, written in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
FashionM to Beatrice. [Gives the paper to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's anotner, 
Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

[Gives the paper to Benedick^ and returns to 
R. q/^ Claudio. 
Bened. A miracle !— here's our own hands against 
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our hearts ! Come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, 
I take thee for pity. 

Beatr. I would not deny yon; — ^but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persaasion; and, partly, to 
save your life ; for I was told you were in a consamp- 

tiOD. 

Bened. Peace, I will stop your inoitth.-~ 
Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick, the married man? 
Bened. 1*11 tell thee what. Prince, a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Dost thou 
think I care for a satire or an epigram 1 No ! If a man 
will be beaten with brains, he shall wear nothing hand- 
some about him. In brief, since I do purpose to mar- 
ry, I will think nothing to any purpose that the world 
can say against it ; and therefore never flout at me for 
what I have said against it ; for man is a giddy thbig, 
and this is my conclusion. 

Enter Officbb, l. 

Op, My Lord, your brother John Is ta*en in flight. 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 
JPedro. I think not on him till to-morrow ; 1*11 de- 
vise brave punishments for him. 

4l [Exit Officbb, t. 

Bened. Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee ; but 
in that thou art like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, 
and love my .cousin. 

Claud, I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy 
single life, to make thee a double-dealer, which, out of 
question thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look nar- 
rowly to thee. 

Bened. Come, come, we are friends. Prince, thou 
art sad. 

Pedro. Yes, I*ve got the tooth-ache. ' 

Bened. Got the tooth-ache! Get thee a wife; and 
all will be well. Nay, laugh not, laugh not.-r- 

Your gibes and mockeries t laugh to scorn ; 
No staff more rev*rend than one tipt with horn. 

' {^Exeunt omnet. 

THE ENDt 
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REMARKS 



The characters in the Comedy of the Hypocrite are 
drawn somewhat too- strong to appear natural ; nor is 
the hasiness, any more than the qualities assigned to 
each character, within the ordinary range of proha- 
bilitv. 

That a gentleman of the rank and education of 
Sir John-JLambert should take into his favour, to 
the exclusion of his own children, who are highly 
accomplished, and not deficient in filial affection, a 
low, canting, sectarian preacher, is highly improba- 
ble. That Vantwell himself should prove in the end 
to he half hypocrite and half bully, or both com- 
pletely, is not so much to be wondered at ; for many 
of these enthusiastic ranters have been most aban- 
doned characters, who at some particular period of 
their lives happen to get over a few days without 
committing any sinful act. The novelty of an ap- 
proving conscience, though only for so short a period, 
ooth pleases and bewilders them ; and, not seeing the 
real cause of their perturbation of mind, they give it 
out that they have had a call, and a lon^ course of 
fervent devotion and vehement preaching is the con- 
saauence. Poor Mawworm finds himself strongly 
affected, but he knows not why or wherefore. Ue- 
ligion, genuine religion, it is very clear, has no 
pUce in his breast; from the circumstance of his 
dealing out frightful denunciations upon all around 
him, and his readiness to inform against persons 
poMty of an infraction of the statute against swear- 
ing &c. 

The infatuation of 8ir John Lambert^ in respect 
of his protege^ Cantwell^ once got over, the story 
fToes on regularly enough, and leads to many highly 
interesting scenes. 
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lliat all this outward shonr of purity should end 
in the exposure of a corrupt heart, aud the assump- 
tion of insolent airs, were the objects the Dramatist 
aimed at. The observation of Sir John Lambert to 
his son, and his son's answer, will show more clear- 
ly what was, and what was not, the author's object. 

Sir John Lambert Colonel, you are an atheist. 

CoL Lambert, Pardon me, Sir, I am none ; it is a 
character I abhor ; and, next to that, I abhor the 
character of an enthusiast. 



Isaac Bickerstaff, the author of this, and about 
twenty other dramatic pieces, was a native of Ireland. 
He was bom in the year 1735, and was one of th« 
most successful writers for the stage. He was ap- 
pointed one of the pages to Lord Chesterfield, when 
that nobleman was Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, in 
17'16. He was afterwards an officer in the marines, 
but left the service in disgrace, and was banished. 
He resided many years abi^oad, in poverty and oib* 
scurityi but nothing further of him is known. 
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DOCTOR CANTWELL.—A black cloth suit, and 
*dark speckled stockings. 
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SEYWARD.— Plain modem suit, 

MAWWORM.— Black coat, long, formal, flowered 
waistcoat, black breeches, blue stockings, and shoes, 
with small brass buckles. 

OLD LADY LAMBERT.— A black satin dress, with 
black velvet, cuflfs, and bobins, white stomacher, and 
black hood. 

YOUNG LADY LAMBERT.— White satin dress, 
white leno upper dress, with white satin trimming and 

CHARLOTTE.— A blue satin body trimmed, silver 
leno skirt, festooned at bottom ^with blue and silver 
flowers. 
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THE HYPOCRITE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE 1.— i< Hall in Sir Jonn LamberVs Houte, 

Enter Sir John Lambert, i,. followed bjf Colonkl 

Lambert.* 

Col. Lamb. Pray consider, sir. 

Sir J. Lamb. So I do, sir, that T am her father, and 
will dispose of her as I please. 

Col. Lamb. (l. c.) i do not dispute your authority, 
sir ; but as I am your son too, I think it my duty to be 
eoRcemed for your honour. Have not you countenanced 
his addresses to my sister ? Has not she received them ? 
Mr. Darniey's birth and fortune are well known to you ; 
and I dare swear, he may defy the world to lay a blemish 
on his character. . 

Sir J. Lamh. (r.c.) Why then, sir ^ since I am to be 
catechised, I must tell you, I do not like his character ] 
he is a world-server, a libertine, and has no more reli- 
gion than you have. 

Col. Lamb. Sir, we neither of us think It proper to 
make a boast of our religion ; but, if you will please to 
inquire, you will find that we go to church as orderly as 
the rest of our neighbours. 

Sir J. Lamb. Oh! you go to church! you go to 
church — Wonderful I wonderful ! to bow and grin, and 
cough, and sleep : a- fine act of devotion indeed. 

Col. Lamb, Well, but dear sir — 

Sir J. Lamb. Colonel, you are an atheist. 

Col. Lamb, Pardon me, sir, I am none: it is a cha- 
racter I abhor ; and next to. that, I abhor the character 
of an enthusiast. 

' Sir J. Lanib, Oh, you do so i an enthusiast ! yes, 
that is the fashionable phrase, the bye-word, the nick- 
name, that our pleasure-loving generation give to thos* 
few who have a sense of true sanctity. 
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Col, Lamo liSay canting, sir. 

Sir J. Lamb. I tell yon what, son, as I have told you 
more thai^ once, you will draw some heavy judgment on 
your head one day or other, ' , 

Col. Lamb. So says the charitable Doctor Cantwell : 
you have taken him into your house, and, in return, he 
gives over half your ftlmily to the devil. 

Sir J. Lamb. Do not abuse the, doctor, colonel ; it it 
not the way to my favour. I know you cannot bear 
him, because he is not one of your mincing preachers. 
He holds up the glass to year enormities, shows you to 
yourselves in your genuine colours. 

CoL Lamb. Sir, I respect piety and virtue ; but there 
are pretenders to religion, as well as to courage ; and 
as we never find the truly brave to be such as make 
much noise about thfiir valour, so, I apprehend, the 
truly good seldom or never deal much in grimace. 

Sir J. Lamb. Very well, sir ; this is very well. 

Col, Lamb. Besides, sir, I would be glad to know, by 
what authority the doctor pretends to exercise the cleri- 
cal function. It does not appear clearly to me that he 
ever was in orders. 

Sir J. Lamb. That is no business of yours, sir. But 
I am better informed. However, he has the call of zeal . 

Col. Lamb. Zeal ! 

Sir J. Lamb. Why, colonel, yoi^ are in a passion. 

Col. Lamb. 1 own, I cannot see with temped, sir, so 
many religious mountebanks impose on the unwary mul- 
titude ; wretches, who make a trade of religion, and 
siiew an uncommon concern for the next world, only to 
raise their fortunes with greater security in this. 

[Crosses to R. 

Sir J. Lamb. Well, since you think it your duty as 
a son, to be concerned for my errors, I think it as much 
mine, as a father, to be concerned for yours. If you 
think fit to amend them, so ; if not, take the conse- 
quence. 

Col Lamb. Well, sir, may I ask you without offence! 
if the reasons you have given me are your only reasons 
for discountenancing Mr. Darnley's addresses to my sis- 
ter? 

Sir J. Lamb. Are they not flagrant 1 Would you 
have me marry my daughter to a pagan 1 

Col, Lamb. He intends this morning paying his re- 
spects to you, in hopes to obtain your final consent ; and 
desired me to be present as a mediator of articles be- 
tween you. 
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Sir J. Lamb. I am glad to hear it. 

Col. Lamb. That's kind indeed, sir. 

Sir J.Lamb. May be not, sir; for I will not be at 
home when he comes ; and b^ause I will not tell a lie 
for the matter, I will go out this moment. 

[Crottes to r. 

Col. Lamb. Nay, dear sir — 

Sir J. Lamb. And do yoii hear^becanse I will not 
deceive him, either tell him I would not have him lose 
his time in fooling after your sister — In short, I have 
another man in my head for her. [Exit, n. 

Col. Lamb. Another man! It would be worth one's while 
to know him : pray heaven this canting hypocrite has 
not got some beggarly rascal in his eye for her. I must 
rid the house of him at any rate, or all the settlement I 
can hope for from roy father, is a castle in the air. - My 
sister may be ruined too. [Charlotte singi without."] 

** O, what shall I do ? 
Nobody coming to- marry me. 
Nobody coming to woo," 
Here she comes. If there be another man in the case, 
she, no doubt, can let me into the secret. 

< 

Enter Charlotte, l. 

Sister, good morrow ; I want to speak with you. 

Chart. Pr'ythee then, dear brother, don't put on that 
wise politic face, as if your regiment was going to be 
disbanded or sent to the West Indies, and you obliged 
to follow it. ' 

Col. Lamb. Come, come, a truce with your raillery ; 
what I have to ask of you is serious, and I beg you 
would be so in your answer. 

Chart. Well then; provided it is not upon the subject 
of love, I will b0 so ; but make haste Hoo, for I have 
' not had my tea yet. 

Col, Lamb. Why, it is, and it is not, upon that sub- 
ject. 

Chart. Oh, I love a riddle dearly^Come-^let's hear 
it. 

Col. Lambk Nay, psha ! if yon will be serious, say 
so, 

• Chart. O lard, sir ; I beg your pardon ; there, there's 
my whole form and features totally disengaged, and life- 
less at your service ; now put them in what posture of 
attention yon may think fit, , ILeaning againtt him. 
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CoL Lamb, Was there ever such a giddy dcTil ! 
Pr'ythee stand up. I have befen talking with my father, 
and he declares positiyely you shall not receire any fur- 
ther addresses from Mr. Dfimley. 

Chart, Are you serious? 

C<U, Lamb, He said bo this minute, and with some 
warmth. 

Churl. I am glad on*t with all my heart. 

CoL Lamb, How ! glad ! 

Chart, To a degree. Do you think a man has any 
more charms for me for my father's liking him? No, 
sir ; if Mr. Damley can make his way to me now, he is 
obliged to me, and to me only. Besides, now it may have 
the face of an amour indeed, now one has something to 
struggle for ; there* s difficulty, there's danger, there's 
the dear spirit of contradiction in it too. Oh ! I like it 
mightily. 

CoL Lamb. 1 am glad this does not make you think 
the worse of Damley t but a father's consent might baye 
clapt a pair of horses more to your coach perhaps, and 
the want of it may pinch your fortune. 

CharL Psha I Bum fortune ; amno^ I a fine woman? 
and have not I twenty thousand pounds in my own 
hands ? 

CoL Lamb, Yes, but my dainty sister, with all your 
charriis, you have. had them in your hands almost these 
four years. 

ChavL Psha ! and have not I had the full swing of my 
own airs and humours these^four years ?-but if I humour 
my father, I warrant he'll make it three <yt four thousand 
more, with some unlick'd lout— A comfortable equiya- 
lent, truly ! — No, no ; let him light his pipe' with his con- 
sent, if he please. Wilful against wise, €or a wager. 

CoL Lamb. But, pray sister, has my father eyer pro^ 
posed any other man to you ? 

ChiirL Another man 1 let me know why you ask, and 
I'll tell you. 

CoL Lamb. Why the last words he said to me were, 
that he had another man in his head for you. 

CharL And who is it? who is it? tell me, ^driving 
him to R.J brother ? 

Col, Lamb, Why you don't so much as seem surprised. 

CharL No, but I'm impatient, and that's as well. 

Col, Lamb. Why, how now, sister? 

Charl, Why, sure, brother, you know yery little of 
female happiness, if you suppose the surprise of a new 
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'lo?er ought to shoek a woman of my temper— don't yott 
know that I am a coquette ? 

Coi. Laimb» Are you? If you are, you are the first 
that ever was sincere enough to own her being so. 

CharL To a lorer, I grant you ; but not to you ; I 
make no more of you than a sister : I can say any thing 
to you. You are but a kind of an old woman. 

CW..L(im6. I should have been better pleased if yon 
had not owned it to me — its a hateful character. 

Chari, Ay, Us no matter for that, its violently plea- 
sant, and there's no law against it, that I know of. 

Col, Lamb, Darnley's like to have a hopeful time 
vrith you. 

Chart Well; but don't you really know who it is 
my father intends me ? 

CoL Lamb, Not i, really ; but I imagined you might, 
and therefore thought to advise with you about it. 

Chai L Nay, he has not opened his lips to me yet« 
are you sure he's gone out ? 

Col. Lamb, You are very impatient to know, me- 
thinks ; what have you to do to concern yourself about 
any roan but Darnley I 

Charl. O lud ! O lud 1 Pr'ythee, brother, don't be so 
wise ; if you had an empty house to let, would yon be 
displeased to hear there were two people about it ? Be- 
.sldes, to be a, little serious, Darnley has a tincture of 
jealousy in his temper, which nothing but a substantial 
rivnl can cure. 

Col, Lamb, Oh, your servant, madam ! now you talk 
reason. [Shaking hig head.'] I am glad you are concern- 
ed enough for Damley's faults, to think them worth 
your mending — ha 1 ha ! 
' CharKpoaaern^d ! why, did I say that ?— look you, 
111 deny it all to him— well, if I ever am serious with 
him again — 

Col, Lamb, Here he comes; be as merry with him 
as you please.* 

Chart, P^ha! 

LGnaaLOTTB siti down, takcM a book and rsodt.] 

Enier Darn let, i. 

ildm. My dear colonel, your servant. 

Col, LanA, I am clad you did not come sooner ; for 
in the humour my fitUier left me, 'twould not have been 
a -proper time for you to have pressed your affair — I 
touched upon't— bttt^I'U tell you more presently ; In 
the meantime lose no ground with my si«ter. 
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Darn, I shfttl always think myself obliged to your 
friend ship, let my success be what it will.-r-[CrM«et io 
c.]— Madam, your most obedientr— what have you got 
there, pray ? 

Chart. [Reading,^ " Her liTely looks a sprightly 
mind disclose ; 
Quick as her eyes, and as unflxM as those*'— 

Darn, {At the back qf her thair,'] Pray, madam, 
what is it ? 

Chart, '^ Favours to iKme,to all she smiles eztaads.** 

Darn, Nay, 1 will see. 

Chart, ** Oft she rejects, but nerer once offends.** 

Cot, Lamb, Have a care : she has dipt into her own 
character, and she'll never forgive you, if you don't let 
her go through with it. 

Dam, I beg your pardon, madam. 

Chart, *' Bright as the sun her eyes the gazers strike, 
And like the sun they shine on all a]ike"^«m — 

Darn, That is something like indeed. 

Cot, Lamb, You wonld say so, if you knew all. 
. Dam, All what ? pray what do you mean? 

Cot, Lamb, Have a little patience : I'll tell you im* 
mediately. 

Chart, ** If to her share some female errors fall. 
Look on her faco-^and you'll forget them alL** 
Is not that natural; Mr. Damley t 

Darn, For a woman to expect, it is indeed. 

Chart, And can you blame her, when 'tis at the same 
time a proof of the poorman*s passion, and her power? 

Darn, So that you think, the greatest compliment a 
lover can make his mistress, is to give up his reason to 
her. 

Chart, [iZif et.] Certainly ; for what have your lord- 
ly sex to boast of but your understanding, and till that's 
entirely surrendered to her discretion, while the least 
sentiment holds out against her, a woman must be down- 
right vain to think her conquest completed. 

Darn, There we dififer, madam ; for, in my opinion, 
nothing but the most excessive vanity eotild value or 
desire such a conquest. , 

Chart, Oh, d'ye hear him, brother? the creature rea<«* 
sons with me ; nay, has the effrontery to think me in the 
wrong too 1 O lud ! he'd make an horrid tyrant [Leolr- 
ing in Ai< /ace]— positively I won't have you. 

Dam, Well ; my comfort is, no other man will €a 
Mv know^ whether you'll have him or not. 
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Chart . Am I not an horrid, yain, erilly creatare, Mr. 
Damley ? 

Dam, A little bordering upon the baby, I must own. 

CharL Lud ! how can you love a body so then ? but 
I don't think you loYe me tho' — do you ? 

Darn. Yes, 'faith, I do; and so shamefully, that I'm 
in hopes you doubt it. Come, now, that is very coarse. 

CharL Poor man ! he'd fain bring me to reason. 

Darn, I would, indeed. Nay, were it but possible 
to make you serious oidy when yon should be so, I 
should think you the most amiable-— ' 

Chart. O lud ! he's civil^^ 

Dam. Gome, come, be generous, and swear at least 
you'll never marry another. 

Chart. Ah, lud ! now you have spoiled all again : — 
besides, how can I be sure of that, before I have seen 
tfai« other man my brother spoke to me of? 

Darn. What riddle's this ? 

Col. Lamb. I told you, you did not know all. To be 
serious, my father went out but now, on purpose to 
avoid you. In short, he absolutely retracts his pro- 
mises ; says he would not have you fool away your 
time after my sister; and, in plain terms, told -me, he 
bad another man in his head for her. 

Dam. Another man I who ? what is lie ? did not he 
name him ? 

Cot, Lamb, No ; nor hiEis he yet spoke of him to my 
sister. 

Dam, Theit is unacooimtable I'-^what can have given 
him this sudden turn } 

Col. Lamb. Some whim our conscientious Doctor 
has put in his head, I'll lay my life. 

Darn. He ! he can*t be such a villain ; he professes 
a friendship for me. 

Col. Lamb, So much the worse. 

Dam. But on what pretence, what grounds, what 
reason ? what interest can he have to oppose me ? 

Cot. Lapib. Are you really now as unconcerned as 
you seem to be? [Retiring up the Stage. 

Chart. You are a strange dunce, brother — you know 
i^more-of love than I do of a regiment — You shall see 
now how I'll comfort him— Poop Darnley, ha, ha, ha ! 

[Crosses to c. 

Darn. I don't wonder at -your good humour, madam, 
when you have so substantial an opportunity to make 
IM uneasy for life. 

B 2 
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CharL (o.) O ludl how sententious he is! well, his 
reproaches have that greatness of soul — the confusion 
they ffive is insupportable. Betty !— is the tea ready ? 

Enter Betty, r. d. 

Betty, Yes, madam. 

CharL Mr. Damley, your servant. 

\^Exeunt Charlotte singing and dancing , and 
Betty, r. d. 

Col. Lamb, {^Coming forward,^ So; youhave mad« 
a fine piece of work on*t, indeed. 

Dam. (i.. c.) Dear Tom, pardon me if I speak a lit- 
tle freely ; I own^ the levity of her behaviour, at this 
time, gives me harder thoughts than I once believed it 
possible to have of her. 

Col, Lamb, Indeed, my friend, you mistake her. 

Darn. Nay, nay ; had she any real concern for me, 
ihe apprehensions of a man*s addresses, whom yet she 
never saw, must have alarmed her to some degree of 
seriousness. . . 

CoL Lamb. Not at all ; for let this man be whom he 
will, I take her levity as a proof of her resolution to 
have nothing to say to him. 

Darn. And pray, sir, may I not as well suspect, that 
this artful delay of her good-nature tome now, is meant 
as a provisional defence against my reproaches, in case, 
when she Hqs seen this man, she should think it conve- 
nient to preifer him. 

Col. Lamb. No, no : she^s giddy, but not capable of 
so studied a falsehood. 

Dam. But still, what could she mean by going away 
so abruptly ? 

Col. Lamb. You grew too grave for her. 

Darni Why, who could bear such trifling? 

Col. Lamb, Yon should have laughed at he^ 

Darn. I can't love at that easy rate. 

Col. Lamb. No — if you could, the uneasiness would 
lie on her side. 

Darn. Do you then really think she has any thing in 
her heart for me ? 

Col. Lamb. Ay, marry, sir— ah ! if you c^uld but 
get her to own that seriously now — ^Lord I how you 
could love her ! 

Darn. And so I could, by heaven ! 

Col. Lamb, Well, well; 1*11 undertake for her; if 
my father don*t stand in the way, we are well enough. 
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Dam, What says my lady? you don*t Hitnk she*8 
alfainst ns t 

Col. Lamb. I darp say she is not. She's of so soft, 
ao swee a disposition- 
Darn. Pr'ythee, how came so fine a %oman to marry 
yonr father, vrith such a vast inequality of years ? 

Col. Lamb. Want of fortune, Frank : she was poor 
and beautiful — ^he, rich and amorous — she mfide him 
happy, and he her — 

Dam. A lady — 

Col. Lamb, And a jointure— now she's the only one 
la the family, that has power with our precise Doctor ; 
and, I dare engage, shell use it with him to persuade 
ny father<rom any thing that is against your interest. 
By the way, you must know 1 have some shrewd sus- 
picion, that this sanctified rogue is in loTe with her. 

Darn. In love ! 

Col. Lamb, You shall judge by the symptoms— but 
hush ! — ^here he comes with my grandmother — step this . 
way, and I'll tell you. [Bxeunt, a. 

MtUer Doctor Cantwbll and Old Lapt Lambert, 
followed by Sbyward, l. 

Dr. Cant, (l.) Charles, step into my study ; bring 
down a dozen more of those manuals of devotion, with 
the last hymn I compose^ ; and, when he calls^ give 
them to Mr. Mawworm ; and, Charles, \ealling\ do 
Yoa hear, if any one inauires for me, say I am gone to 
Newgate, and the Marsnalsea, to distribute alms. 

[Exit Sbyward, l 

Old Lady Lamb, (r.) Well ; but worthy doctor, 
why will you go to the prisons yourself— cannot yon 
send the money? ugly distempers are often catehed 
there — have a care of your health ; let us keep one good 
man, at least, among us. 

Dr, Cant, (l. c.) Alas, madam, I am not a good inan ; 
I am a guilty, wicked sinner, full of iniquity: the great- 
est -villain that ever breathed ; every instant of my life 
is clouded with stains ; it is one continued series of 
crimes and defilements ; you do not know what I am 
capable of ; you indeed take me for a good man ; but 
the truth is, I am a worthless creature. 

Old Lady Lamb, (r. c.) Have you then stunpbUwi ? 
alas I. if it b^ so, who shall walk upright I what Jiorrid 
crime have you been hurried into, that calls for this 
severe self-recrimination ? 

B 3 
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Dr, Cani, v.c.) iNone, madam, that perhaps humanity 
may call ?ery enormous ; yet am I sure, that my 
thoughts never stray a moment from celestial coutem- 
plations ; that they do not sometimes, before I am aware, 
turn to things of this earth ; am I not often hasty,, and 
surprised into wrath ? nay, the instance is recent ; for, 
last nighr, being snarled at, and bit by Minxy, your 
daughter-in-law*s lap dog, I am conscious I struck the 
little beast with a degree of passion, for which I have 
never been able to forgive myself since. 

Old Lady Lamb,. Oh, worthy, humble soul ! this is 
a slight offence, which your suffering and mortification 
may well atone for. 

Dr. Cant, Alas, madam ! I want to suffer >I ought to 
be mortified ; and I am obliged now to tell you, that 
for my soul's sake, I must quit your good son^s family; 
I am pampered too much here, live too much at . my 
ease. 

Old Lady Lamb. Good doctor ! 

Dr. Cant. Alas, madam I It is not you that should 
shed tears : it is I that ought to weep ; you are a pure 
woman. 

Old Lady Lamb. I pure ! who, 1 1 no, no ; sinful, 
sinful — but do not talk of quitting our family ; what 
will become of us —for friendship— for charity — 

Dr. Cant. Enough ; say no more, madam ; I submit : 
while I can do good, it is my duty. 

Enter Colonel Lambert and Darnley. r. v. b» 

Col. L. (r. c; your ladyship's most humble servant. 

Old Lady Lamb, (l.) Grandson, how do you ? 

Darn, (r.) Good day to you, Doctor ! 

Dr. Cant. (l. c.) Mr. Darnley, I am your most 
humble servant ; I hope you and the good Colonel will 
stay, and join in the private duties of the family* 

Old Lady Lamb. No, doctor, no ; it is too early, the 
sun has not risen upon them ; but I doubt not, the day 
will come. 

Dr. Cant. I warrant they would go to a play now ! 

Old L£uliy Lamb. Would they?— I am afraid they 
would. 

Darn. Why, I'hope it is no sin, madam ; if I am not 
mistaken, I have seen your ladyship at a play. 

Old Lady lamb. Me, sir > see me at a play I you 
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may have seen the prince of darkness, or soma of hU 
imps, in my likeness, perhaps — 

Dam, Well but, madam — 

Old Lady Lamb, Mr. Darnley, do you think I would 
eommitia murder ? 

' Dr, Cant, No, sir, no : these are not the flanta 
usually to be met with in that rank soil ; the seeds of 
wickedness indeed sprout up every where too fast ; but 
a play-house is the deYil's hot-bend — 

CoL Lamb. And yet, doctor, I have known some of 
the leaders of your tribe, as scrupulous as they are, 
who have been willing to gather fruit there for the use 
of the brethren — as in ct^ae of a benefit — 

Dr. Cant. .The charity covereth the sin : and it may 
be lawful to turn the wages of abomination to the com- 
fort of the righteous. 

Col. Lamb. Ha ! ha ! ha I 

Dr. Cant, Reprobate I reprobate I 

Col. Lamb, What is that you mutter, sirrah ? 

Old Lady Lamb. Oh, heavens ! 

Datn. Let him go. Colonel. 

Col, Lamb. A canting hypocrite I 

Dr. Cant. Very well, sir; your father shall know my 
treatment. [Exit, r. 

Did Lady Lamb. Let me run out of the house ; I 
shall have it fall upon my head, if I stay amoiig such 
wicked wretches. O grandson ! grandson ! [Exit., l. 

Darn. (a. c.) Was there ever so insolent a rascal ! 

Cb/. Lamb, (c.) The dog will one day provoke me to 
beat his brains out. 

Darn. But.what the devil is he ? whence com^s he ? — 
what is his original 7 how has he so ingratiated him- 
self with your father, as to get footing in the house 7 

Col. Lamb. Oh, sir, he is here in quality of chap- 
lain ; he was first introduced by the good old lady that^s 
just gone out. You know, she has been a long time a 
frequenter of our modem conventicles, where, it seems, 
she got acquainted with this sanctified pastor. His dis- 
ciples belieye him a saint, and my poor father, who has 
been for some time tainted with their pernicious princi- 
ples, has been led into the same snare. 

Darn. Hah ! here's your sister again. 

Enter Charlotte and Doctor Cantwbll, r. 
Ckarl. (r.) You*11 find, sir, I will not boused thus: 
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iMV sbfilt your oredit with my father proteot your Inso- 
lence to me. 

CoL Lamb* What*s the matter ? 

Ckarl, Nothing, pray be quiet. I don*t wtnt you— 
stand out of tlie way— how durst you bolt with such 
authority into my chamber, without giving me notice ? 

Darn, Confusion ! 

Col, Lamb. Hold— if my father won't resent this, 
His then time enough for me to do it. 

Dr. Cant, (r.) Compose yourself, madam; I came 
by your father's desire, who, being informed that you 
were entertaining Mr. Darnley, grew impatient, and 
gave his positive commands that you attendhim instant- 
ly, or he himself, he says, will fetch yon: 

Darn. Ay, now the storm is rising. 

Dr. Cant. So, for what I have done, madam, I had 
his authority, and shall leave him to answer you. 

Char I. 'Tis false. He gave you no authority to in- 
sult me ; or^ if he had, did you suppose I would bear it 
from you 7 What is it you presume upon ? your func- 
tion t does that exempt you from the manners of a gen- 
tleman? ^ 

Dr. Cant, Shall I have an answer to your tather, 
lady ? 

Chart. I'll send him none by you. 

Dr. Cant. I shall inform him so. [ExiU tt. 

Chart. A saucy puppy. 

Col.Latnb. Pray, sister, what has the fellow done to 
you? 

Chart. Nothing. 

Dam. 1 beg you would tell us, madanu 

Chart. Nay, no great matter— but I was sitting care* ' 
lessly in my dressing-room — and— and-— and this impu^ 
dent cur comes bounce in upon me. 

Darn. The rogue must be corrected. 

Col. Lamb. Yet, egad, I cannot help laughing at the 
accident ; what a ridiculous figure must she malft I ha ! 
ha! 

Chart. Hah ! you*re as impudent as he, I think. 

Darn, (l.) Now, dear Tom, speak to her before she 
goes. 

Chart. What does he say, brother? 

Cot. Lamb. Why, he wants to have me speak to you; 
and I would have him do it himself. [Gfoet B. 

Chart. [Cro$nng io l.] Ay, comedo, Darnley; 1 
am in a good humour now. 
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Darn. Oh, Charlotte ! my heart is bursting. 

{Crosses to c. 

CharL Well, well, out with it, then. 

Darn, Vour father,, now, I see, is bent on parting us 
— nay, what's worse, perhaps will give you to another 
-—I cannot speak— imagine what I want from yon — 

Chart, Well — 6 lud ! one iooks so silly tho* when 
one is serious— O gad — in short, I cannot get it out. 

Col. Lamb, I warrant you ; try again. 
. CharL. O lud-r-well— if one must be teazed, then — 
why, he must hope, I think. 

Dam. I'st possible I — thus — 

Col. Lamb. Buz-- not a syllable ; she has done Yery 
well. I bar all heroics ; if you press it too far, 1*11 
hold six to four she*s off again in a moment. 

Darn. I'm silenced. 

Char I, Now am I on tiptoe to know what odd felloe 
my father has found out for me. 

Darn. I'd give something to know him. 

Charl, He's in a terrible fuss at your being here, I 

find. 

Col. Lanib. 'Sdeath ! here he comes. 

Charl. Now we are all in a fine pickle. 
{Enter Sir John Lambert hastily, a. and^ looking 

sternly at Darnley, takes Charlotte under his 

arm% and carries her offy r. ; Colonel Lambert and 

Darmlet exeunt, l. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE h—An Antt'Ckamber in Sir John Lamberts 

House, 

Enter Sky WAVLO J l. with a writing in hit hand. 

. Seyw, ' (l. c.) *Tis so — I have long suspected where 
his zeal would end, in the making of his prirate fortune. 
But then, to found it on the ruiu of his patron *s chil- 
dren 1 1 shudder at the yillaiuy ! what desperation may 
a son be driven to, so barbarously disinherited I Be- 
sides, his daughter, fair Charlotte, too, is wronged ; 
wroDged in the tenderest point : for so extravagant is 
this settlement, that it leaves her not a shilling unless 
she marries with the doctor's consent, which is intended, 
by what I have heard, as an expedient to oblige her to 
marry the doctor himself. Now, *twere but an honest 
part to let Charlotte Icnow the snare that* s laid for her. 
This deed's not signed, and may be yet prevented. It 
shall be so. Yes, charfning creature I' I adore you ! 
And though I am sensible my passion is without hope, 
I may indulge it thus far, at least ; I may have the merit 
of serving you, and perhaps the pleasure to know yon 
think yourself obliged by -me. 

Enier Sir John Lambert, Ladt Lambert, and 

Charlotte, l. 

Sir J. Lamb, (l.) Oh ! Seyward, your uncle wants 
you to transcribe some hymns. 

Se^w. (c.).Sir, 1*11 wait on him. [^Exit, L. 

Chart, (c.) A pretty well-bred fellow that. 

Sir J. Lamb, Ay, ay ; but he has better qualities 
than his good breeding. 

Chart. He's always clean, too. 

Sir J,. Lamb, I wonder, daughter, when you will 
take notice of a man's real merit. Humph — ^well-bred 
and clean, forsooth. Would not one think now she was 
describing a coxcomb? When do you hear my wife 
talk at this rate ? and yet she is as young as your fan- 
tastical ladyship. 

Lftdy Lamb, Charlotte is of a cheerful temper, my 
dear ; but 1 know you don't think she wants discretion 
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SirJ.Lankb, 1 shall try that preseutlj ; and you, my 
deat, shall judge between us. In short, daughter, your 
coarse of life is but one continued round of playing the 
fool to no purpose ; and therefore 1 am resolved to make 
.you think seriously and marry. 

Charl- That I shall do before I marry, sir, you may 
depend upon it. 

Sir J. Lamb. Um — That I am not so sure of ; but you 
may depend upon my having thought seriously, and that^s 
-as well; for the person I intend you is, of all the world^ 
the only man who can make you truly happy. 

CkarL And of all the world, sir, that*s the only man 
'Fll positively marry. 

Lady Lamb. You have rare courage, Charlotte ; if I 
bad such a game to play, I should be frighted out of my 
wits. 

Chart. Lord I madam, he'll make nothing of it, de-~ 
pend upon it. [Crosteg to c. 

Sir J. Lamb. Mind what I say to you. This wonder- 
ful man, I say-^first, in his public character, is religious, 
zealous, and charitable. 

CkarL Very well, sir. 

Sir J. Lamb. In his private character, sober. 

Chart. I should -hate a sot. 

Sir J. Lamb* Chaste. 

Chart. A hem ! [Stijting a tangh."] 

Sir J. Lamb. What is it you sneeir at, madam ? You 
want one of your fine gentlemen rakes, I suppose, that 
are snapping at every woman they meet with. 

Chart, No, no, sir; 1 am very well satisfied. I— -I 
should not care for such a sort of a man, no more than I 
should for one that every woman was ready to snap 
at. 

Sir J.Lamb. No, you'll be secure from jealousy ; he 
has e|[perience, ripeness of years— he is almost forty- 
nine. Your sex's vanity will have no charms for him. 

Chart, But all this while, sir, I don't find that be has 
charms' for our sex's vanity. How does he look ? Is he 
tall, well made ? Does he dress, sing, talk, laugh, and 
dance well ? Has he good hair, good teeth, fine eyes 1 
Does he keep a chaise, coach, and vis-a-vis ? Has he 
six prancing ponies ? Does he wear the prince's uni- 
form, and subscribe'to Brooke's ? 

Sir J. Lamb. Was there ever so profligate a creature ? 
Wliat will this age come to ? 

Ladjf Lamb. Nay, Charlotte, here I n^ust be^ tgaiAei 
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you. Now yoa are blind indeed. A woman's happiness 
has little to do with the pleasure her husband takes in his 
own person. 

Sir J. Lamb, Right. 

Lady Lamb. It is not how be looks, but how he laves. 
Is the point. 

Sir J. Lamb. Good again. 

Lady Lamb. And a wife is much more secure that has 
charms for her husband, than when the husband has only 
charms for her. 

Sir •/. Lamb. Admirable ! go on, my dear. 

Lady Lamb, Do you think a woman of five-and- 
tweoty may not be much happier with an honest man of 
fifty, than the finest woman of fifty with a yoimg fellow 
of five-and-tweniy ? 

Sir J. Lamb. Mark that ! 

Char, Ay, but when two fi?e-and-twenties come to- 
gether, dear papa, you must allow they have a chance 
to be fifty times as pleasant and frolfcsome. 

Sir J. Lamb. Frolicsome ! Why, you sensual idiot, 
what have frolics to do with solid happiness? I am 
ashamed of you. Go, you talk worse than a girl at a 
boarding school. Frolicsome ! as if marriage was only 
a license for two people to play the fool according to 
law. Methinks, madam, you have a better example of 
happiness before your face. Here's one has ten times 
your understanding, and she, you find, has made a dif- 
ferent choice. 

Chart, Lord, sir, how you talk ! you don't consider 
people's tempers. I don't say my lady is not in the 
right ; but then, you know, papa, she's a prude, andf I 
am a coquette ; she becomes her character very well, I 
don't deny it ; and I hope you see every thing I do, Is 
as consistent with mine. Your wise people may talk 
what they will, but 'tis constitution governs us all ; and 
be assured, you will no more be able to bring me to en- 
dure a man of forty-nine, than you can persuade my 
lady to dance in church to the organ. 

Sir J. Lamb. Why, you wicked wretch ! could any 
thing persuade you to do that ? 

Chart. Lord, sir ; I won*t answer for what I might 
do^ if the whim was in my head ; besides, you know I 
always loved a little flirtation. 

Sir J. Lamb. O horrible I flirtation ! My poor sister 
has ruined her ; leaving her fortune in her own band, 
has' turned her brain. In short, Charlotte, your senti- 
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meiits of life are shamefal, and I am resolyed apon your 
instant refonnation ; therefore, as an earnest of your 
obedience, I shall first insist that you never see young 
Damley more ; for, in one word, the good and pious 
Doctor Gantweirs the man that I haye decreed for your 
husbands 

Chart. Ho! ho! ho! 
- Sir J. Lamb. *Tis very well ; this laugh you think 
becomes you, but I shall spoil your mirth—no more — 
give me a serious answer. 

Ckarl.'l ask your pardon, sir: I should not hare 
smiled indeed, could I have supposed it possible that 
you were serious. 

Sir J. Lamb. You'll find me so. 

Chart. Vm sorry for it ; but I have an objection to 
the Doctor, sir, that most father^ think a aubstantial one. 

Sir J. Lamb. Name it. 

Chart. Why, sir, we know nothing of his fortune ; 
be*s not worth a groat. 

Sir J. Lamb. That*s more than you know, madam ; 
I am able to giye him a better estate than I am afraid 
you'll deserve. 

Chart. How, sir ! 

Sir J Lamb, I have told you what 8 my will, And 
•hall leave you to thick on't. 

Enter Setward, l. 

Seyw. Sir, if you are at leisure, the doctor desires to 
speak with you, upon business of importance. 

Sir J. Lamb. I will come to him immediately. [EzU 
Set WARD, ii.] Daughter, I am called away, and there- 
fore have only time to tell you, as my last resolution. 
Doctor Cant well is your husband, or I'm no more your 
father. [Eortf, l. 

Chart. O madam ! I am at my wits* end ; not for the 
little fortune I may lose in disobeying my father, but it 
startles me to find what a dangerous influence this fellow 
has over all his actions. 

Lady Lamb. Here's your brother. 

Enter Colonel Lambert, r. 

Cot. Lamb. Madam, your most obedient. Well, 
[Cr08$es to c] sister, is the secret out? Who is this 
pretty fellow my father has picked up for you 1 

Chart. Even our agreeable doctor. 
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CoL Lamb. You are not serious ? 

Ladj/ Lamb, He^s the very man, I can assure yob, 
sir. 

CoL Lamb. Confusion ! what, would the cormorant 
devour the whole family ? Your ladyship Juiows ha is 
secretly in love with you too. 

Lady Lamb, Fie, fie, colonel. 

Coi.. Lamb. 1 ask your pardon, madam, if I speak too 
freely : but I am sure, by what 1 have seen, your lady- 
ship must suspect somethingof it. / 

Lady Lamb. I am sorry any body else has. seen it : 
but I must own, his behaviour to me of late, both in pri- 
vate and before company, has been something warmer 
than I thought became him. 

CoL Lamb. How are these opposites to be reconciled ? 
Can the rascal have the assurance to think both points 
are to be carried ? 

Churl. Truly, one would not suspect the gentleman to 
be so termagant. 

CoL Lamb. Especially while he pretends to be so 
shocked at all indecent amours. In the country he used 
to make the maids lock up the turkey-cocks every Sa- 
turday night, for fear they should gallant the hens on a 
Sunday. 

Lady Lamb. Oh ! ridiculous ! 

Col, Lamb Upon my life, madam^ my sister told me 

80. 

Charl, \ tell you so, you impudent -, 

Lody Lamb. Fie, Charlotte ; he only jests with you. 

Charl, How can you be such a monster to stay play- 
ing the fool here, when you have more reason to be 
frighted out of your wits? You don't know, perhaps, 
ihat my father declares heMl settle a fortune upon tnis 
fellow too. 

Col. Lamb, What dc you mean ? 

Lady Lamb. 'Tis too true ; His not three minutes 
since he- said so. 

CoL Lamb, Nay, then, it is time indeed his eyes were 
opened ; and give me leave to say, madam, 'tis only in 
your power. 

Lady Lamb, Wliat is*t you propose ? 

Col. Lamb, Why, if this fellow, which I'm sure of, 
is really in love with you, give him a fair opportunity 
to declare himself, and leave me to make my advantage 
of it. 

Lady Lamb, I should be loth to do a wrong thing. 
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Charl. Dear madftm, it is the only way in the world 
to expose him to my father. 

Ladjf Lamb. Ill think of it. 

Coi. Lamb. Pray do, madam ; bat in the mean time I 
must leave yon : poor Damley stays for roe at the Smyr- 
na, and will sit upon thorns till I brmg him an ncooont 
of his new rival. 

Charl. Well, well, get you gone then ; here is my 
grandmother. [Exit Gol. l. 

Enter Old Ladt Lambert, l. 

Lady Lamb. This is kind, madam ; I hope your lady- 
ship's come to dine with us. 

Old Lady Lamb, (l.) No ; don*t be afraid : only in 
my way from Tottenham Court, I just called to see whe- 
ther any dreadful accident happened to the family since 
I was here last. 

Lady Lamb. Accident ! did your ladyship say? 

Old Lady Lamb. I shall be sorry, daughter, but not 
surprised, when I hear it ; for there are goings on under 
this roof, that will bring temporal ptinishments along 
with them. 

La^iy Lamb; Indeed, madatio, ydu astonish me ! 

Old Lady Lamb. We*U drop the subject ; and I beg 
leave to address myself to you. Miss Charlotte ; I see 
you [CroBses to c. and puts on her 8pect4ieles'] — ^you have 
a bit of lace upon your neck ; I desire to know what 
you wear it foi 

Charl. (s.) l^ear it for, madam, its the fashion. 

Old Lady Lamb, In cftiort, I have been at my linen* 
draper's to-day, and have brought you some thick mus- 
lin^ which I desire you will make handkerchiefs of; for 
I must tell you that slight covering is indecent, and gives 
much offence. 

Lady Lamb. (l. c.) Indecent, did your ladyship say ? 

Old Lady Lanib. Yes, daughter-in-law, Doctor Cant- 
well complains to me that he cannot sit at table, the 
sight of her bare neck disturbs him so : and he's a good 
man, ind knows what indecency is. 

Charl, Yes, Indeed ; I believe he does, better than 
any one in this house. But you may tell the doctor from 
me, madam, that he is an impudent coxcomb, a puppy, 
and deserves to have his bones broke. 

Old Lady Lamb. Fie, Charlotte, fie ! He speaks but 
for your good, and this is the grateful return yoii make. 

Charl. Grateful return, madam ! How can you he 

Q 2 
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fo partial to that hypocrite ? The doctor is one of those 
who start at a feather. Poor good man ; yet he has his 
vices of the graver sort— 

Old Lady Lamb, Come, come ; I wish you would fol- 
low his precepts, whose practice is conformable to what 
he teaches, virtuous man !— above all sensual regards, 
he considerf} the world merely as a collection of dirt knd 
pebbl<<8tones. How has he weaned me from temporal 
connexions I My heart is now set upon nothing sublu- 
nary ; and, I thank heaven, I am so insensible to every 
thing in th;s vain world, that I could see you, my son, 
my daughters, my brothers, my grand-children, all ex- 
pire before me, and mind it no more than the going out 
of so many snuffs of candle. 

Chart, Upon my word, madam, it is a very humane 
disposition you have been able to arrive at,- and your 
family is much obliged to the doctor for his instruc- 
tions. 

Old Lady Lamb, Well, child, I have nothing more to 
say to you at present : heaven mend you, that's all. 

Lady Lamb, But pray, madam, stay and dine with 
us. 

Old Lady Lamb, No, daughter ; I have said it, and 
you know I never tell a lie : but here's my son, if you'll 
give me leave, 1*11 stay and speak to him. 

Lady Lamb, Your ladyship's time is your own. 

Ckarl, Ay, and here's that abominable doctor. This 

fellow puts me beyond my patience. [^Crosses to l. 

[Exeunt Ladt Lambert and Charlotte, l. 

&nler Sir John Lambert and Dr. Cantwell, r. 

Sir J. Lamb, (r.) Oh, madam, madam ! I'm glad 
you're hero to join me in solicitations to the doctor.-— 
Here is my mother, friend, my mother, a pious woman ; 
you will hear her, more worthy to advise you than I 
am. 

Dr, Cant, (r. c.) Alas I the dear good lady, I will 
kiss her hand 1— but what advice can she give me ? The 
riches of this world, sir, have no charms for me ; I am 
not dazzled with their false glare ; and were I, I repeat ' 
it, to accept of the trust you want to repose in me, 
heaven knows it would only be lest the means should 
fall into wicked hands, 'who would not lay it out as I 
should do, for the glory of heaven, and the good of my 
neighbour. 
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Old Lady Lamb, (c,) What is the matter, son ? 

Dr, Cant. Nothing, madam, nothing. But yon were 
"^iinesft how the worthy colonel treated me this morn- 
ing ; not that I speak it on my own aeeonnt— for to be 
reviled is my portion. 

Sir J. Lamb. O, the Ttllain I the villain ! 

Dr. Cant. Indeed, 1 did not think he had so hard a 
nature. 

Old Lady Lamb. Ah, your charitable heart knows not 
the rancour that is in his. His wicked sister, too, has 
been here this moment abasing this good man. 

Dr. Cant. O, sir, 'tis plain, *tis plain, your whole 
family are in a combination against me — yonr son and 
daughter hate me ; they think I stand between them and 
your favour ; and indeed it is not fit I should do so ; for, 
fallen as they are, they are still your children, and I an 
alien, an intruder, who ought in conscience to retire and 
heal those unhappy breaches. 

Old Lady Lamb. See, if the good man does not wipe 
his eyes ! 

J>r. Cant. Oh Heavens I the thought of their ingrati- 
tude wounds me to the quick ; but 111 remove this eye- 
sore. Here, Charles ! 

Enter Sbtwaro^ l. 

^i> J. Lamb. For goodness sake — 

hr. Cant. Bring me that writing I gave yon to lay up 
this morning. 

Sir J. Lamb. Make haste, good Charles ; it shall be 
signed this moment. {Exit Sbyward, l. 

Dr. Cant. Not for the world. Sir John ; every minute 
tends to corroborate my last intentions : I must not, will 
not take it, with the curses of your children. 

Sir J. Lamb. But, consider, doctor ; shall my wicked 
son then be heir to my lands, before repentance has enti- 
tled him to favour? No, let him depend upon you, 
-whom he has wronged ; perhaps, in time he may reflect 
on his father's justice, and be reconciled to your reward- 
ed virtues. If Heaven should at last reclaim him, in 
you, 1 know, he still would find a fond, forgiving father. 

J>r. Cant. The imagination of so blest an hour, sof- 
tens me to a tenderness I cannot support ! 

Old Lady Lamb. Oh I the dear good man. 

Sir J. iJamb. With regard to my daughter, doctor, 
you know she is>'not wronged by it; l>eeause, if shie 
proves no obstinate, she may still be happy. 

c 3 
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Old Lady Lamb. Yes, but the peryerse wretch slights 
the blessing yoa. propose for her. 

Dr, Cant, We must allow, madam, female modesty a 
time, which often takes the likeness of distaste : the 
commands of your good son might too suddenly surprise 
her. Maids must be gently dealt with ; and, might I 
lumbly advise— 

Sir J. Lamb, Any thing you will ; you shall goyern 
\ne and her. 

Dr. Cant, Then, sir, abate of your authority, and let 
the matter rest awhile. 

Sir J, Lamb, Suppose we were to get my wife to 
speak to hei ; women will often hear from their own 
»ex, what, sometimes, even from the man they like, will 
startle them. 

Dr, Cant, Then, with your permission, sir, I will 
take an opportunity of talking to my lady. 

Sir J, fMmb. She's now in her dressing-room ; I'll 
go and prepare her for it. [Exit, B. 

Dr. Cant, You are too good to me, sir — too bountiful. 

Enter Seyward, l. 

Seyw, Sir, Mr. Mawworm is without, and would be 
glad to be permitted to speak with you. 

Old Ladv Lamb, Oh, pray doctor admit him ; I have 
not seen Mr. Mawworm this great while ; he*s a pious 
man tho* in an humble estate ; desire the worthy crea- 
ture to walk in. 

Enter Mawworm, l. 

— How do you do, Mr. Mawworm ? 

Maw, (l.) Thank your ladyship's axing — I'm but 
deadly poorish, indeed ; the world and I can't agree — I 
have got the books, doctor — and Mrs. Grunt bid me give 
her service to you, and thanks you for the eighteen 
pence. 

Dr, Cant, Hush [Crosset to Mawworh, and s(op» 
his moutk] friend Mawworm ! not-a word more ; you 
know I hate to have my little charities blaz'd about : a 
poor widow, madam, to whom 1 sent my mite. 

Old Lady Lamb, (c.) Give her this. 

[Offers a purse to Mawworm. 

Dr. Cant, [Catching hold of it,} I'll take care it shall 
be given to her. [Puis it up and returns to R. 

Old Lady Lamb. But what is the matter with you, 
Mr. Mawworm ? 



•CENB I.J THft HYPOCRITE. 29 

Maw. I don't know what's the matter with me— I'm 
a breaking my heart — I think it*8 a sin to keep a shop. 
Old Lady Lamb, Why, if you think it a sin. indeed— 
pray what's your business ? 

' Maw, We deals in grocery, tea, small-beer, charcoal, 
butter, brick-dust, and the like. 

Old Lady Lamb, Well ; you mu&t consult with your 
friendly director here. 

Maw, [Crosses to Cant.] I wants to go a preaching 
Old Lady Lamb, Do you ? 
. Maw, I'm almost sure I haye had a call. 
' Old Lady Lamb, Ay! 

Maw, I have made sereral sermons already. I does 
them extrumpery, because I can't write ; and now the 
devils in our alley says, as how my head's turned. 

Old Lady Lamb, Ay, devils indeed — but don't you 
mind them. 

Maw, No, I don't — I rebukes them, and preaches to 
them, whether they will or not. . We lets our hou^e in 
lodgings to single men and their wives, and, sometimes, 
I gets them together, with one or two of the neighbours^ 
and makes them all cry. 

Old Lady Lamb, Did you ever preach In pu\>lic ? 
Maw, I got up on Kennington Common, the last re- 
view day ; but the boys threw brick-bats at me, and 
pinned crackers to my tail ; and I have been afraid to 
mount, your ladyship, ever since. 

Old iMdy Lamb, Do you hear this, doetor 1 throw 
brick-bats at him, and pin crackers to his pious tall ! 
can these things be stood by ? 

Maw, 1 told them so— says I, T does nothing clande- 
cently ; 1 stand here contagious to his majesties guards, 
and I charges you upon your apparels, not to mislest 
me. 

Old Lady Lamb. And it had no effect ? . 
Maw, No more than if I spolce to so many postesses ; 
but if he advises me to go a preaching, and quit my shop, 
I'll make an excressance farther into the cbuntry. 
Old Lady Lamb, An excursion, you would say. 
Maw. I am but a sheep, but my bleatings shall be 
beard afar off, and that sheep shall become a shepherd ; 
nay, if it be only, as it were, a shepherd's dog to bark 
the stray lambs into the fold. 

Old Lady Lamb, He wants method, doctor. 
Dr. Cant, Yes, madam, but there is matter ; and I 
despise not the ignorant. 
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Maw. He*8 a saint ! [Pointing to Cant. 

Dr. Cant Oh! 

Old Lady Lamb. Oh ! 

Maw. If eYor there was a saint, he's one— till I went 
after him I was little better than the deyil ; my consci- 
ence was tanned with sin, like a piece of neat*s leather, 
and had no more feeling than the sole of my shoe ; al- 
ways a roving after fantastical delights: I used to go, 
every Sunday evening, to the Three Hats at Islington : 
it's a public-house ; mayhap your ladyship may know it : 
I was a great lover of skittles too, but now I can't bear 
them. 

Old Lady Lamb. What a biessed reforniation I 

Maw. L believe, doctor, you never know*d as how I 
Was instigated one of the stewards of the reforming 
society. I convicted a man of five oaths, as last Thurs- 
day was a se'nnight, at the Pewter- platter, in the 
Borough ; and another of three, while he was playing 
trap-ball in St. Qeorge's Fields : I bought this waist- 
coat out of my share of the money. 

[Holding up the Flaps. 

Old Lady Lamb. But how do y*u mind your busi- 
ness? 

itfa^p., Bettor than ever we did. We have lost almost 
all our customers ; because I keeps extorting them when- 
ever they come into the shop. 

Old Lady Lamb, And how do you live ? 

Maw. Better than ever we did : while we were worldly 
minded, my wife and I (for I am married to as likely a 
woman as you shall see in a thousand) could hardly make 
things do at all ; but since this good man has brought us 
into the road of the righteous, we have always plenty of 
every thing I and my wife goes as well dressed as a gen- 
tlewoman — we have had a child too* 

Old Lady Lamb. Merciful ! 

Maw. And between* you and me, doctor, I 'believe 
Susy's breeding again. 

Dr. Cant. Thus it is, madam ; I am constantly told, 
though I can hardly believe ft, a blessinir follows 
wherever I come. 

Maw. And yet, if you would hear how the neighbours 
reviles my wife ; saying, as how she sets no store by me, 
because we have words now and then ; but as I bays, if 
such was the case, would ever she have cut me down that 
there time as I was melancholy, and she found me htLDg 
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ing behind the door ; I don't belieye there*s a wife in 
the parish would haye done so by her husband. 

Dr. Cant. 1 beg your pardon, I believe *tis near 
dinner time ; and 8ir John will require my attendance. 

JUaw. Oh! lam troublesome— nay, I only come to 
yoa, doctor, with a message from Mrs. Grunt. I wish 
your ladyship heartily and heartily farewell ; doctor, a 
good day to yuu. 

Old Laiiy Lamb,* Mr. Mawworm, call on me some 
time this afternoon ; I want to have a little private dis- 
course with yon ; and, pray, my service to your spouse. 

Maw, I will, madam ; you are a malefactor to all 
goodness ; 1*11 wait upon your ladyship ; 1 will, indeed. 
\_Goingy returns,^ Oh, doctor, that's true ; Busy de- 
sired me to give her kind love and respects to you. 

[Eiity L. 

Dr, Cant, Madam, if you please, I will lead you 
into the parlour. 

Old Lady Lamb, No, doctor, my coach waits at the 
door. 

Enter SBTWAan, l. 

Dr, Cant, Charles, you may lay those papers by 
again, but in some place where you'll easily find them ; 
for I believe we shall have occasion for them some time 
this afternoon. 

Seyw, ril take care, sir. 

[Exeuni Doctor and Old Ladt Lambert, l. 
—Occasion for them this afternoon ! (c.) Then there's 
no time to be lost ; the coast is clear, and this is her 
chamber, (r.) What's the matter with me? Tba 
thought of speaking to her throws me into a disorder. 
There's nobody within, I believe — I'll knock again, r.d. 

.Enter Bbttt, r. d. 

It your lady busy ? 

Betty. I believe she's only reading, sir. 

Seyw. Will you do me the favour to let her know, if 
she's at leisure, I beg to speak with her upon some ear- 
nest business. 

^nter Charlottb,-r. b. 

Ckarl, Who's that ? 

Betty, Shfe's here. Mr. Seyward, madam, desires to 
fpeak with you 



32 THIS HTPOCRtTE. [ACT II* 

Chetrt, Oh, your servant, Mr Seywara. Here, take 
this odioas Homer, and lay him up a^in : he tires me. 
[Crosses to c. — Exit Betty, r. d.I How could the 
blind wretch iiiake such an horrid fuss about a fine 
woman, for so many volumes together, and give us no 
account of her amours 1 You have read him, 1 suppose, 
in the Greek, Mr. Sey ward ? 

Seyw. (r.) Not lately, madam. 

CharL (c.) But do you so violently admire him now f 

Set/w. The critics say he has his beauties, madam ; 
but Ovid has been always my favourite. 

Chart, Ovid,— Oh, he is ravishing ! 

Seyiv. So art thou, to madness ! [Aside, 

CharL Lord I how could one do to learn Greek ? — 
Were you a great while about it? 

Sei/w. It has been half the business of my life, 
madam. 

Chart, That*s cruel now ; then you think one could 
not be mistress of it in a month or two? 

Seyw, Not easily, madam. 

Chart. They tell me it has the softest tone for love 
of any language in the world ; T fancy I could sooe 
earn it. I know two words of it already. 

Seyw, Pray, madam, what are they ? 

Chart. Stay — let me see— Oh— ay — Zoe kai psuche. 

Seyw, I hope you know the English of them, madaa ?. 

Chart. 0<1 lud I I hope there is no harm in it — 1 am 
sure I heard the doctor say it to my lady. Pray, what 
is it? 

Seyw, (r. c.) You must first imagine, madam, a ten- 
der lover gazing on his mistress ; and then, indeed, they 
have a softness in them ; as thus— Zoe kai psuche ! — 
uiy life ! my soul ! 

Chart, [Aside r.] Oh, the impudent young rogue ! 
how his eyes spoke too I What the deuce can ^e want 
with me ? It always run in my head that this fellow 
had something in him above his condition ; 1*11 know 
immediately. — ^Well, but your business with me, Mr. 
Seyward ? You have something of love in your head, 
J II lay my lifeon't. 

Seyw, 1 never yet durst own it, madam. 

Chart, Why, what's the matter? 

Seyw. My story is too melancholy to entertain a mind 
so much at ease as yours. 

Chart, Oh, I love melancholy stories of all things : 
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pray, how long have you lived with your uncle, Mr, 
8ey ward ? 

Seyir. With Doctor Caatwell, f suppose you mean, 
madam ? 

Chart, Ay. 

Stijftp, H«*s no uncle of mine, madam. 

Chart, You surprise me ! not your uncle ? 

St}fw, No, madam; but that's not the only character 
the doctor assumes, to which he has no right. 

Chart, Lord I I am concerned for you. 

Seyw, So you would, madam, if you knew all. 

Chart, I am already ; but if there are any farther 
particulars of your story, pray let me hear them ; and 
should any services be in my power, I am sure you may 
command them'. 

Seyw, You treat me with so kind, so gentle a hand, 
that I will unbosom myself to you. My father, madam, 
was the younger branch of a genteel family in the 
north ; his name, Trueman— but dying while I was yet 
in my infancy, I was left wholly dependant on my 
mother, a woman really pious and well-meaning, but-^ 
m short, madam, Doctor Cantwell fatally got ac- 
quainted with her, and, as hejs now your father* s bosom 
counsellor, soon became her*s. She died, madam. When 
1 was but eight years old ; and then I was, indeed, left 
an orphan ! 

Chart. Poor creature! Lord ! I cannot bear it! 

Sejfw„ She left Doctor Cantwell her sole heir and 
executor: but 1 must do her the justice to say, I be* 
lieve it was in the conOrmation that he would take care 
of, and do justice to me, and, indeed, he has so far 
taien care of me, that he sent me to a seminary abroad, 
and for these three years last past has kept me with 
him. 

Chart,- A seminary ! Oh, heavens 1 but why have 
you not strove to do yourself justice ? 

8^w, Thrown so young into his power, as I was — 
onknown and friendless, to whom could I apply for 
succour ? Nay, madam, I will confess, that on my re- 
turn to England I was at first tainted with his enthu- 
siastic notions myself; and, for some time, as much 
- imposed upon by him, as others; till, by degrees, as 
he found it necessary to make use of, or totally discard 
me (which last he did not think prudent to do), he was 
obliged to unveil himself to me in his proper colours ; 
and, I believe, I can inform you of some parts of his 
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private- character, that may be the meaxii of detecting^ 
one of the wickedest impostors that ever practised upon 
credulity. 

Chart. But how has the wretch dared to treat you? 

Sei/w. In his ill and insolent humours, madam, he 
lias sometimes the presumption to tell me, that I am the 
object of his charity ; and I own, madam, that I am 
humbled in my opinion, by his haying drawn me into a 
connivance at some actions, which I can*t look back on 
without horror ! 

ChaU, Indeed, you can't tell how I pity you ; and 
depend upon it, if it be possible to serve you, by get- 
ting you out of the hands of this monster, I will. 

Seyw. Once more, madam, let me assure you, that 
your generous inclination would be a consolation to 
me in the worst misfortunes : and, even in the last mo- 
ment of painful death, would give my heart a joy. 

Charl, Lord! the poor unfortunate boy loves me, 
too — what shall I do with him ? Pray, Mr. Seyward, 
what paper's that you have in your hand ? Is it rela- 
tive to— 

Seyw. Another instance of the conscience and gra- 
titude which animates our worthy doctor. 

Churl. You frighten me ! pray what is the purport " 
of it ? Is itneither signed nor sealed ? 

Se^ir. No, madam ; therefore, to prevent it, by this 
timely notice, was my business here with you ; your 
father gave it to the doctor first, to show his counsel ; 
who having approved it, I understand this eYening it 
will be executed. 

Charl. But what is it ? 

Seyw. It grants to Doctor Oantwell, at present, four 
hundred pounds per annum, of which this very house is 
part ; and, at your father's death, invests him in the 
whole remainder of his freehold estate. For you, in- 
deed, there is a charge of four thousand pounds upon 
it, provided you marry with the doctor's consent ; if 
not, 'tis added to my lady's jointure ; but your brother, 
madam, is, without conditions, .utterly disinherited. 

Charl, I am confounded ! What will become of us ! 
My father now, I find, was serious. Oh, this insinuat- 
ing hypocrite ! — let me see — ay — I will go this minute. 
,Sir, dare you trust this in my hands for an hour only ? 

Seyw. Any thing to serve yon. [Bell rings, 

Charl, Hark ! they ring to dinner ; pray, sir, step 
in : say I am obliged to dine abroad ; and whisper one 
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^f the footmen ta get a ebeir li|imediiatel)r ; theo ()o you 
take a proper occasion to sMp out after roe to Mr. Dou* 
ble*8 chambers la the Temple ; there I shall hare time 
to talk farther with yoa. 

lEjceunt, Charlotte, l. Sbtward, ■• 

END OP ACT II 



ACT III 



SCENE l.-^A Dressing-Room, with Table and Chair$ 
Enter Chablottb and Bbttt, l. 

Ckarl. Has any one been to speak with me, Betty ? 

'Betty, Only Mr. Darnley, madam ; he said, he would 
call again, and bid his servant stay below, to give him 
notice when you come home. 

Chart, You don*t know what he wanted ? 

Betty. "So, madam; he seemed Tery uneasy at yotir 
being abroad. 

Chart. Well, go, 1*11 see him. [Exit Betttt, l. 

Ten to one but his wise head has found out somdthiag 
to be jealous of: if he lets me see it, I shall.be sare 
to make him infinitely easy — here he comes* 

Enter Darnlbt, u 

Dam, Your humble servant, madam. 

Chart. Your servant, sir. 

Darn, (l. c.) You have been abroad, I hear? 

Chart, (c.) Yes, and now I am come home, you see. 

Darn. You seem to turn upon my words, madam ! 
f s there any thing particular in them ? 

Chart. As much as| there is in my being abroad, 
believe. 

Darn, Might I not say you have been abroad, with* 
out giving offence ? 

Chart. And might I not as well say, I was come 
home, without your being so grave uponH ? 

Darfi. Do you know any thing that should make ma 
grave? 

Chart, I know if you are so, I am the worst persoa 
in the world you can possibly show it to. 

Darn, Nay, I don^t suppose you do any thing you 
won't justify* 
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€^tan» Oh, tben I find I haV^ilone s^metliiiig yon think 
I oan*t justify. 

Dam, I don't say that neither ; perhaps I am wrong 
in what I haye Laid ; but I have been so often used to 
ask pardon for your being in the wrong, that I am re- 
solved henceforth never to rely on the insolent evidence 
of my own senses. 

Chart, You don't Irnow, now, perhaps, that I think 
this pretty smart speech of y oar's is very dull ; bati 
since that's a fault you can't help, I will not take it ill ; 
come now, be as sincese on your side, and tell me seri- 
ously— -Is not what real business I had abroad the very 
thing you want to be made easy in ? 

Dam. If I thought you would make me easy, I would 
own it. 

CharL Now do we come to the point. To-morrow 
tooming, then, I give you my word, to let jou know it 
•11 ; till when, there is a necessity for it being a secret ; 
and I Insist upon your believing it. 

Dam. But pray, madam, what am I to do with pri- 
vate imagination in the mean time ? that is not in my 
power to confine ; and sure, you won't be offended, ir, 
to avoid the tortures that it may give me, I beg you'll 
trust me with the secret now. 

Charl. Don't press me ; for positively I will not. 

Darn. Will not — cannot had been a kinder term — Is 
my disquiet of so little moment to you ? 

Charl. Of none, while your disquiet darea not trust 
the assurances I have given you. If you expeet I should 
confide, in you for life, don't let me see you dare not 
take my word for a day ; and, if you are wise; you'll 
think so fair a trial a favour. Come, come, there s no- 
thing shows so low a mind, as those grave and ins(4ent 
jealousies. 

Darn. However, madam, mine you won't find so low 
as you imagine ; and since I see your tyranny arises 
ftam your mean opinion of me, 'tis time to be myself, 
and disavow your power ; you use it now beyond my 
bearing ; not only impose on me to disbelieve my senses, 
but do it with such an imperious air, as if my manly 
reason were your slave ; and this despicable frame, 
that follows you, durst show no signs of ' life but what 
you vouchsafe to give It. \^Reiir€sup ttU Stagtn 

Charl. You are in the right ; go on— suspect me 
still — ^believe the worst you can — 'tis all trne*— 1 don't 
justify myself. Why do you trouble me with your 
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complaints ? ^ yoattre matter of thalnaaily veaBon fo« 
haTe boasted, gifi^ a manly proof of. it ; at onoe r^nme 
your liberty ; despise me ; go off in triumpli now, like 
a king in a tragedy. 

Darn, Is this the end of all, then 1 and arje those 
tender protestations you have made lae {for such I 
thought them) when, with a kind of reluctance, you 
gave me something more than hope — what all [ChaIio 
I.OTTB aits in a ekair^'-^Oh, Cliarlotte ! all come to 
this ? 

Charl. Oh, lud ! I am growing silly^; if I hear on, 
I shall. tell him every thing; 'tis but another struggle 
and I shall conquer it. \^A8ide.'\ So you are not gone, 
I see. [Losing oter the bctck of the ekair. 

Darn, Do yon then wish me gone, madam ? 

Charl, Your manly reason will. direct you. 

Darn* This is too much — my heart can bear bo mmre I 
What, am I rooted here T 

Enter Set WARD, through h. d. 

Charl, At last I am telieved. ^Riging,'] Well, Mr. 
Sey ward. Is it done ? . 

Segw,.l did not stir from the desk till it was entirely 
finished. 

Chatl, Where's the original t 

Scyip. This is it, madam. 

Chai€, Very well; that, you' know, you must keep $ 
but come, we must lose no time ; we will examine thif 
in the dext room — ^aow i feel for Mm. [Bxit^ m. d. 

Dam. Thisis not to be borne— Pray, Mr. Charles, 
what private business, have you with that lady f 

Scgw, Hixi [Fo/toiDfN^ Chahlottb. 

Darn, I must know, young man. 

{PiiLrtnH him, and pulU him bath, 

Seyw. Not quite so young, but I can keep a secret, 
and a lady's too—youHl excuse roe, sir ! 

[Brtaks awa^f, and exit, u, d. 

iWfi. 'Sdeathl I shall be laughed at by every l)ody 
—1 shall be distracted— this young fellow should re* 
pent his pertness, did not this house protect him^^this 
is Charlotte** contrivance to distract me— buv— bwl 
what ? Oh ! I have love enough to bear this, and tail 
times «• much* 

Enter Colonel Lambert, l. 
Col, Lamh (l.) What* in raptures \ 
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Dam. Pr*yUiee^I am unfit to talk with you. 

CoL Lamb. What, is Ciiarlotte in her airs again ? 

Darn. 1 know not what she is. [Crosses to l. 

Col. Lamb, (c.) Do you know where^she is? 

Darn, Retired this moment to her chamber with the 
young fellow there ~the doctor*s' nephew. 

CoL Lamb. Why, you are not jealous of the doctor 
I hope? 

Darn. Perhaps she'll he less reserved to you, a)kd . 
tell you wherein I have mistaken her. 

Col. Lamb. Poor Frank ! every plot I lay upon my 
sister *.3 inclinations for you, you are sare ^'o ruin by 
your own conduct. 

Darn. I own I have too little temper, and too much 
real passion, for a modish lover. 

Col, Lamb. Gome, come ! make yourself easy once 
more; TU undertake for you: if you'll fetch a cool 
turn in the Park, upon Constitution Hill, in less than 
half an hour I'll come to you, and make you perfectly 
easy. 

..Darn, (l. c.) Dear Tom,>ott are a friend indeed 1 I 
have a thousand things—but you shall find me there. 

JSnfer Cbarlotte anef Seyward, h. d. 

• • 

Col, Lamb. How now, sister, what have you done to 
Darnley ? the poor fellow looks as if he had Killed 
your parrot. 

Charl. (l.) Psha ! you know him well enough ; I've 
only been setting him a love lesson ; it a little, puzzles 
him to get through it at first, but he'll know it all by to- 
morrow-»you will be sure to be in the way, Mr. Sev- 
ward. 

Se^w, (l.) Madam, you may depend upon me ; I have 
my full idstrnctions. [Exit, l. 

Col. LamI). O, ho ! here's the business then ; and it 
aeems l>arnley was not to be trusted with it ; ha ! ha ! -^ 
and pr'ythee, ivhat is the mighty secret that is transact- 
ing between Sey ward and you ? 

Charl, (l. c.) That's what he would have known, in- 
deed ; but you must know, I don't think it proper to let 
you tell him either, for all your sly manner of asking. 

Ool. Lamb. Pray take your own time, dear madara 
1 am 4iot in haste to know, I assure yon. 

ChaH, Well, but hold ; on second thoughts, you shall 
know part of this affair between Sey ward and me ; nay. 



I give you leave to tetl Dmroiey too, onsoneeondHkfns ; 
His trte, I did dettgn to have surprised you— but flow 
mj raiiid*8 altered, that's enough. 

Col. Ldtmb. Ay, for aily mortal's satlsfaetioft^bnt 
iiere comes my huly. 

tinier Last IjAmbbrt, l. o. 

Lady Lamb, (l.) Away, away, Colonel and Charlotti^ 
iMiih of you away this instant. 

Charl. What's the matter, madam? 

Lady Lamb. I am going to put the doctor to his tiial, 
that's all. I have considered the proposal you have 
made me to«day, colonel, and am convinced it ought not 
to be delayed an instant ;.so, just now, I told the doctor 
in a half whisper, that I should be glad to have a word 
in private with him here ; and he said he would wait upon 
me presently ; but must I play a traitorous part now, 
and instead of persuading yon to the doctor, persuade 
the doctor against you ? 

Ckarl, Dear madam, why not? one ndoment's truce 
^ith the prude, I beg of you ; don't startle at his first 
declaratioii, b«t let him go on, till he shows the very 
bottom of his ugly heart. 

Lady Lamb, I warrant you, I'll give a good account 
of him— but, as I live, here he conies ! 

CkarL Come then, brother, you and I will be comodd, 
and steal off. 

lExeunl^ Charlotte and Colonel, r. d. p. 

Enter Doctor Cantwell, l. d. — The Colonel seen 

listening. 

Dr. Cant. (l. c.) Here I am, madam, at your lady- 
ship's command; how happy am I that you think me 
worthy — 

Lady Lamb, (c.) Please to sit, sir. 

[Both $iL — tiADT Lambert, r. — Cantwell, l. 

Dr. Cant, (c.) Well, but, dear lady, ha I You can't 
sonceive the joyousness I feel at this so-much-desired 
interview. Ah ! ah ! I have a thousand friendly things 
to say to you : and how stands your precious health 1 is 
your naughty cold abated yet ? I have scarce closed my 
eyes these two nights with my concern for you. 

Lady Lamb. Your charity is too far concerned for me. 

Dr. Cant. Ah ! don't say so : don't say so : You 
merit more than mortal man can do for you. 

9S' 
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Lady Lamb, Indeed yon over- rate me. 

Dr. Cant. I speak it from my heart : indeed, indeed, 
fndeed I do. ^^Pressing hei* hand. 

Lady Lamb. O dear ! you hurt my hand, sir. 

Dr.vant, Impute it to my zeal,- atid want of wordi 
for expression : precious soul ! 1 would not harm yoa 
for the world ; no, it would be the whole business of my 
■ Kfe— 

Lady Lamb, But to the affair I would speak to yon 
about. 

Dr. Cant. Ah ! thou heavenly woman ! 

[Placing his hand on her knecm 

Lady Lamb. Your hand need not be there, sir. 

Dr. Cant, T was admiring the softness of this silk. 
They are indeed come to prodigious perfection in all 
manufactures : how wonderful is human art ! Here it 
disputes the prize with nature : that all this soft and 
ipaudy lustre should be brought from the labours of a 
poor worm ! 

Lady Lamb. But our business, sir, is upon another 
subject : 8ir John informs me, that he thinks himself 
under no obligations to Mr. Damley, and therefore re- 
solves to give his daughter to you. 
* Dr. Cant. Such a thing has been mentioned, madam ; 
but, to deal sincerely with you, that is not the happiness 
I sigh after ; there is a soft and serious excellence for 
me, very different from what your step-daughter pos** 
sesses. 

Lady Lamb. Well, sir, pray be sincere, and open your 
heart to me. 

Dr. Cant. Open my heart ! Can you then, sweet lady, 
be yet a stranger to it ? Has no action of my life been 
able to inform you of my real thoughts 7 

.Lady Lamb. Well, sir, I take all this, a^ I suppose 
you intend it, for my good and spiritual welfare. 

Dr. Cant. Indeed, I mean you cordial servicie. 
' Lady Lamb. I dare say yon do : foik are above the 
low momentary views of this world. 

Dr. Cant. Why, I should be so ; and yet, alas ! I 
find this mortal cldthing of my soul is made like other 
men's, of sensual flesh and blood, and has its frailties. 

Lady Lamb. We all have those, but yours are well 
corrected by your divine and virtuous contemplations. 

Dr. Cant. Alas ! madam, my heart is not of stone: 
I may resist, call all my prayers, my fastings, tears and 
'oenance, to my aid ; but yet, I am not an angel ; 1 am 
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Still but a man , and virtue may striTe, but nature will 
be uppermost. I love you then, madam. 

Lculy Lamb, Hold, sir I—suppose I now should let nij 
husband, your benefactor, know the favour you design 
him. 

Dr. CanL You cannot be so cruel ! 

Lady Lamb. Nor will, on this condition : that yoQ 
instantly renouace all claim and title to Charlotte, and 
use your utmiost interest with Sir John, to give her, with 
her fnll fortune, to Mr. Darnley, 

I CoLoxcL Lambert advances between them 

CoL Lamb, Villain ! monster ! perfidious and ungrate- 
ful traitor ! Yotr hypocrisy, your false zeal is discover- 
ed ; and I am sent here by the hand of insulted heaven, 
to lay you open to my father, and expose you to the 
world. - • 
. Dr. CaiU. Ha I [RUinff. 

Li^dy Lamb. O unthinking colonel ! [Rising. 

Col. Lamb. Well, sir, what have you to say for your- 
self? 

Dr. Cant. I have nothing to say to yon, colonel, nor 
for you— but you shall have my prayers. 

Col. Lamb. Why you profligate hypocrite ! do you 
think to carry off your villaiiiy with that sanctified air ? 

Dr. Cant. I know not what you mean, sir; I have 
been in discourse here with my good lady, by permission 
ot your worthy father. 

Col, Lamb. Dog 1 did 'my father desire yon to talk of 
love to my lady ? 

Dr. Cant. Gall me not dog, colonel : I hope we a e 
both brother cfaristians,-*Yes, I will own 1 did beg 
leave to talk to her of love ; for, alas ! I am but a man ; 
yet if my passion for your dear sister, which I cannot 
controul, be sinful — 

Lady Lamb. Your noise, I perceive, is bringing up 
Sir John : manage with him as you will at present : 
I will withdraw, for I have an after-game to play, which 
may yet put this wretch effectually into our power. 

\Exit R. 
Enter Sir John Lambbrt l. 

Sir J. Lamb, (l.) What uproar is this ? 

Col. Lamb. (l. c.) Nothing, sir ; nothing ; only a 
little broil of the good doctor's here — ^You are well re- 
warded for your kindnesses: and he would fain payjt 
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back irltti a triple interest to your wife : in short, sir, I 
took him here in the Tery fact of making a criminal de- 
claration of loTe to my lady. 

Dr, Cant, (c.) Why, why, Sir John, wonld^ yoti not 
let me leave your house ? I knew some dreadful method 
would be taken to drive me hence — O, be not angry, 
good colonel: but indeed, and indeed, you use me 
crueUy. 

Sir J» Lamb, (l. o.) Horrible, wicked creature ! — 
Doctor, let me hear it from you ? 

Dr. Cant. Alas, sir ! I am in the dark as much as 
you ; but it should seem, for what purpose he best 
Jkbows, your sou hid himself somewhere hereabouts; 
and while I was talking to my lady, rushed in upon us-^ 
you know the subject, sir, on which I was to entertain 
her ; and I might speak of my love to your daughter, 
with more warmth than perhaps I ought ; which the 
colonel overhearing might probably imagine I was ad- 
dressing my lady herself; for I will not suspect, no; 
heaven forbid i I will not sttspect that he would inten- 
tionally forge a falsehood to dishonour me. 

Sir J. Lamb. Now, vile detractor of all Tiitue ; is 
your outrageous malice confomided->-what he teUs yob 
is true ; he has been talking to my lady- by my consent ; 
and what he said, he said by my orders— ^ood man, be 
not concerned ; for I see tbroogfa thei r vile delBign — Here, 
thou curse of my life, if thou art not lost toeonscienee, 
and all sense of honour, repair the injury yov have at- 
tempted, by confessing your rancour and throwing your- 
self at his feet. 

Dr» Cant. Oh, Sir John ! for my sake— I wili throw 
myself at the colouers feet ; nay, if that will please him, 
he shall tread on my neck. 

Sir J. LasiUt. What, mate, defenceless, hardened in 
thy malice ? 

Col. Lamb. (h>) I scorn the imputation, sir ; and with 
the same repeated honesty avow (however cunningly he 
may have devised this gloss) that you are deceived — what 
I tell you, sir, is true-rthese.eyes, these ears,, were wit- 
nesses of his audacious love, without the mention of my 
sister's name t directly, plainly^ grossly tending to abuse 
the honour of your bed. 

Sir J. Lamb. Villain ! this instant leave ray sight, 
my house, my family, for ever. 

Dr, Cant. Hold, good Sir John : I am now recovered 
f^om my surprise ; let me then be an humble mediator 
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— ^n my aecotint, this must not be ; — ^I grant it possible, 
your son loYes me not : bat you must grant it too as 
possible, he might mistalce me ; to accuse me then, was 
but the error of his yirtue : you ought to love him, and 
thanic him for his watchful care. 

Sir J, Lamb, Hear this, perverse and reprobate ! Oh ! 
covld you wrong such more than mortal yirtue 7 

Col. Lamb, Wrong him!— the hardened impudence 
of this painted charity-— 

Sir J. Lamb, Peace, graceless infidel ! 

Col, Lamb, [CroMtn^toR.] No, sir; though! would 
hazard life io gain you from the clutches .of that wretch, 
I could die to reconcile my duty to your favour ; yet on 
the terms his villainy offers, it is merit to refuse it~but, 
sir, 1*11 trouble you no more ; to-day is his, to-morrow 
may be mine. [Exit^ n. 

Sir J, Lamb, Come, my friend ; we'll go this instant, 
and sign the settlement— for that wretch ought to be 
punished, who, I noiT see, is incorrigible, and given 
over to perdition. 

Dr, Cant. And do yon think I take your estate with 

such views ?— no, sir 1 receive it, that T may have an 

opportunity to rouse his mind to virtue, by showing him 
an instance of the forgiveness of injuries ; the return of 
good f(fr evil ! 

Sir J, Lamb, O, my dear friend ; my' stay and my 
guide ! 1 am impatient till the ajBTair is concluded. 

Dr. Cant, The will .of heaven be done in all things. 

Sir J. Lamb. Poor, dear man. [Exeunt , l, 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT iV 

SCENE I. — A Parlour in Sir John Lambert's House. 

Enter Charlotte and Seyward, h. 

Churl. You were a witness, then ? 

Seyw. I saw it signed, sealed, ai^ delivered, madam. 
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Dr, Cant. Whicli opinion is immoTftble. 

Ckarl, No rock so firm I 

Dr, Cant. I am afraid, then, it if ill be a vain pur« 
suit, IV hen F solicit you, in compliance with my worthy 
friend*s desire, and my own inclinations, to become my 
partner in that blessed estate, in which we maybe a 
comfort and support to each otheF. 

Charl. I would die rather than consent to it. 

Dr, Cant, In other words, you bate me. 

Ckarl. Most transcendently ! . 

Dr, Cant, Well, there is sincerity, at least, in your 
confession : you are not, I see; totally deprived of all 
virtue ; though, I must say, I never could perceive in 
you butTery little. 

Charl, Oh, fie ! you flatter me ! 

Dr, Cant. No ; 1 speak it with sorrow, because you 
are the daughter of my best friend. But how are we 
to proceed now ? Are we to preserve temper ? 

Chart, Oh ! never fear me, sir ; I shall not fiy out ; 
being convinced, that nothing gives so sharp a point to 
one's aversion as good breeding ; as, on the contrary, 
ill manners often hide a secret inclination. 

Dr, Cant. Well then, young lady, be assured, so far 
am I from the unchristian disposition of returning inju* 
ries, that your antipathy to me causes no hatred in my 
soul towards you ; on the contrary, I would willingly 
make you happy, if it may be done according to my 
conscience, with the interest of heaven in view. 

Charl, Why, I can*t see, sir, how heaven can be any 
away concerned in a transaction between you and me. . 

Dr, Cant, When you marry any other person, my 
consent is necessary. 

Oiari, So I hear, indeed!-— but pray, doctor, how 
could your modesty receive so i<.solent a power, with- 
out putting my poor father out of countenance with, 
your blushes ? 

Dr, Cant, I sought it not ; but he would crowd it in 
among their obligations. He is good-natured ; a«d I 
foresaw it might serve to pious purposes. 

Charl, I don*t understand yon. 

Dr, Cant, I take it for granted, that you would mar- 
ry Mr. Damley. Am I right ? 

Charl. Once in your life, perhaps, you are. 

Dr, Cant, Nay, let us be plain. Would you marry 
him? 

Chart, You're mighty nice, methioks. Well, f 
^odd. 
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I>r. CamL Then' I will not eonaeptl 
Chart, You won*t. 

Ihr, Cant. My conscience will not suffer me. I know 
you to be bolh luxurious and worldly minded ; and you 
'vrould squander upon the vanities of the world those 
treasures which ought to be better laid out. 

CharL Hum !*-I belieye I begin to conceive you 
Dr, Cant. If you can thinlc of any project to satisfy 
my conscience, 1 am tractable. You know there is a 
considerable moiety Of your fortune which goes to my 
lady in case of our disagreement. 

Chart, That's enough, 9ir. You think we should 
have a fellow-feeling in it. At what sum do you rate 
your concurrence to my inclinations 1 that settled, I am 
willing to strike the bargain. 

JDr. Cant, What do you think of half? 

Chart. How ! two thousand pounds t [Both rise, 

Dr, Cant, Why, yon know you gain ~ two thousand 

pounds ; and really the severity of the times for the 

poor, and my own stinted pittance, which cramps my 

charities, will not suffer me to require less. 

Chart, But how is my father to be brought into 
this ? 

Dr. Cant Leave that to my management. 
Chart, And what security do you expect for the 
money? 

Dr. Cant. Oh I Mr. Darnley is wealthy : when I 
deliver my consent in writing, he shall lay it down to 
me in bank bills. 

Chart, Pretty good security !— On one proviso 
though. 

Dr. Cant, Name it. 

Chart, That you immediately tell my father, that 
you are willing to give up your interest to Mr. Darn- 
ley. 

Dr. Cant. Hum ! — stay— I agree to it ; but in the 
meantime, let me warn you, child, not to expect to turn 
that, or what has now passed between us, to my con- 
fusion, by sinister construction, or evil representation 
to your father. I am satisfied of the piety of my own 
intentions, and care not what the wicked think of them ; 
but force me not to take advantage of Sir John's good 
opinion of me, in order to shield myself from the con- 
sequences of your malice. 

Chart, Oh! I shall not stand in my own light: I 
know your conscience and your power too well, dear 
doctor I s 
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JDr. Cant. Well, let yoar 'interest sway you. Ilmnk 
heaven, ■ I am actaated by more worttry motives. 
Char I. No doubt en' t. 
Dr* CafU, Farewell, and think me your friend. 

Charl. What this feUow*s original was^ I know not ; 
but, by his conscieiice and cunning, he would make an 
admirable Jesuit. 

jESsler Sbbvant, i*. 

Servant. Madam,' Mr» Damley. 

Charl. Desire him to walk in. \^BxU Sbrvant, &• 

Enter Darnlbt, l. 

Dam. (k..) To find you thus alone, madam, is an 
happiness I did not expect, from the temper of our last 
parting. 

Charl. (o.) I should have been as well pleased now 
to have been thanked as reproached for my good<4iature; 
but you will be in the right, I find. 

Dam. (l. c.) Indeed, you take me wroag*. I literailgr 
meant that I was afraid you would not so poon think I 
had deserved this favour. 

Charl. Well^ but were you not silly now ! 

Dam. Come, you shall not be serious : you caa*t be 
more agreeable. 

CharL Oh ! but I am serious. 

Dam. Tlien 1*11 be so.— Do you forgive me all t 

Charl. What? 

Dam. Ase we friends, Charlotte ? 

Charl. O Lord ! but you have told me nothing of poor 
Sey ward ? 

Dam. Must you needs kii«w that, before you answer 
•me? 

CharL Lord ! you are never well till you have 
talked one out of countenance. 

Dam. Come, I won*t be too partictilar ; yoti shall 
answer nothing.— -Oive me but your hand only. 

CharL Psha ! I won't pull. off my glove, not L 

Dam. I'll take it as it is then. 

Charl. Lord I there, there, eat it, eat it. 

Darn. And so I oould, by heav'n ! 

CharL Oh, my glove 1 my glove i my glove ! yon are 
in a perfect storm ! Lord ! if you make sucit a rout witii 
one's hand only, what wenld yon do If yon had^one's 
heart*. 
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iMkam: TkU}^ impMsiU^ to toH i Bm ymi w»re «ak- 
lofT ™8 ofSofmrnid^ mutdmml 

Chart, Oh, ay, timt^a true. Well, now you are very 
Hood agBiib— <!kiiiie^ tcU lae all Um aftair, uid then you 
shall see — how I will like you. 

Dom. There is not much to tell-^only this : we me; 
tile AttoraoY-Oeaeral, to whom he has given a very sen- 
sible acooLQt of iiimself, and the doctor *s proceedings.-*- 
The Attorney^Geiieral seeaui very clear ia his opinion^ 
that, as the doctor^ at tbe time of the death of Sey ward's 
mother, was intrusted with her whole affairs, the Oeari 
of Equity will oblige him to be accountable. 

Chtifi if Seyward does not recover his fortune, you 
most abf»olutelyi4j^t him a eomm&ssion, and briag him 
into aeqaaintaiice. 

Dam, Upon my word) I will. 

Chcttl, And show him to all the women of taste; and 
I!U have jmi eall him my pretty fellow, too. 

Dam. I will, in^leed !74>ut hear me* 

Ckatl, You can't conceive how pretty he makes love. 

Darn, Not so well as you make your defence, €har/ 
lotte. 

Gkarl, Lord! I had forgot, he is to teach me Oreek^ 
too. 

JElsrtt. tTrifliDgtyraBtl how long, Charlotte, do yov. 
think yon eanind asfw evasions for what I say unto 
you ? 

Cftmrf. X4icd! yeu^fohotild'sitty: bift shiee'tts krve 
that makes you such a dunce — poor Damley t I forgii« 
yon. 

The Colonel enters behind, r. v, b. 

^ Darn, Tliat's kiad, however.-^But to complete ray 
joy, be kinder yet— and — 

Charl, X)h { 1 ean* 1 1 I oan't 1— Lord ! did you never 
ride a horse-matoh ! 

Darn, Was ever so wild a question ! 

Charl, Boeaase, if you have, it runs in my head 1 04 
galloped a mile beyond the wiardng«post, to make sure 
on*t. 

Doftm, Now, I understand you. But since you will 
have me touch every thing so very tenderly, Charlotte,, 
he F. shall I €nd psoper ^^»eds to ask y^n the lover's last 
necessary question ? 

Chart. Oh t there's a Ihousaad pointo Co be a^l^sM 
before that's answered. 

R 2 
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- Col. Lamb. [Appean between Utem.'] Name them this 
moment : for, positively, this is the last time of asking,' 

Chart. (■. c.> Psha! who sent for you 7 

Col. Lamb, (c.) 1 only came to teach you to speak 
plain English, my dear. 

• Chart. Lordl mind year own business ; can*tyou? 
Cot. Lamb. So I will ; for I will make you do more 

of your*s in two minutes, than you would hare done 
without me in a twelvemonth. Why, how now!^-do 
you think the man's to dangle after your ridiettlotts atra 
for ever 1 

Chart. This is mighty prelty ! 

Cot. Lamb. You*ll say so on^hursday'se'nnight, (for 
let affairs take what turn they will in thi family) that's 
positively your wedding-day.— [Charl. aUempte togo,^ 
Nay, you sha'nt stir. 

Chart. Was ever such assurance !, 

Dam. (l. c.) Upon my life, madam, I'm out of coqq<4 
tenance ! I don't know how to behave myself. 
. Chart. No, no; let him go' on only«»this is beyond 
whatever was known, sure ! . 

Col. Lamb. Ha ! ha I if I was to leave yon to your- 
selves, what a couple of pretty oiit-of-eonntenanced 
figures you would make ! humming and hawing upon ttio 
vulgar points of jointure and pin-money.— Gome, come, 
I know what's proper on both sides ; you shall leave it 
to me. 

Dam, {€.) I had rather Charlotte would name her own 
terms to me. 

Cot. Lanib. (l. c.) Have you a mind to any thing; 
particular, madam ? 

Chart. Why^ sure ! what do you think I'm *only to 
be filled out as yon please, and sweetened and sipped 
up like a dish of tea ? 

• Col. Lamb. Why, pray, madam, when your tea's 
ready, what have you to do but to drink it? — but you, 1 
suppose, expect a lover's heart, like your lamp, should 
be always flaming at your elbow ; and when it is ready 
to go out, you indolently supply it with the spirit^of oon- 
tradletion. 

Chart. And so yon suppose that your assurance has 
made an end of this matter ? 

i Col. Lamk. Not till you have given Mm your iMuid 
upon it. 

Chart. That then wouid complete it. 

Col. Lamb. Perfectly. 
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OkmrL WHyrfheB^take it, Bandey.-^-Nvir I pvcfiuine 
you are hi Ingh trittmph, sir. { r« tkt Coii« 

Col. Lamb, No^ sister ; now you are ooDflsletit with 
tiM -gooil Mttse I always thought you mistress of. 

CharL And now I beg we may separate ; for «Off 
being seen together, at this critical juncture, may givo 
that devil, the doctor, Buspicion of a eonlMeracy, and 
r make him sol some engine at work, that we «re not 
Awmre of.- 

Col. Lamb. It's a Tery proper caution. Come along^ 
Darnley ; nay, you must leaTo her now, whaterer Tio 
lence you do yourself. 

OmtL Ay, ay, take him with you, brother^ or stay, 

Oamloy-; if yMi please, you may come along with me* 

[.fiMwU CoL, Lamb, i<. CHJkmi*. and Dark, r, »• 

SNO OF ACT IT. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.-^A Puriwr inSir Jittm Lamb€rV$ Houh^ 

Enter Darnlbt ana i;harlotte, l. 

Chari But really, will you stand to the ngreeraent 
though, that I have made with 4he doctor I 

Darn» Why not ? you shall not break your word upon 
my RoeoHRt, though he might be a TiHttin yoagiveitto. 
Suppose I should Ulk with Sir John himMlf?— *a« true 
lie Ima slighted me of late. 

CharL No matter<-hefe he eomes- this may open 
another scene of action to ^at, I beUeve, my brother's 
jNTeparuig for. 

Enter Sir John and Lady Lambbrt, l. 

fiir^.£rfsmfr(o.) Mr. Oamley, I am glad i huve met 
yon here. 

JDkirR. {tL 0.) I hflve «ndtfafioiirBd twide io*4ay, sir, 
to f jsy my rair«et0 to yoo* 

E 3 
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Sir J. Lamb. (h. c.) Sir, I'll be plain with you — I 
went out to avoid you ; but where the welfare of i| 
ctiild is concerned, you must not take it ill if we don*t 
stand upon ceremony. — However, since I have reason 
now to be more in temper than perhaps I was at tha* 
time, I shall be glad to talk with you. 

Darn, I take it as a favour, sir. 

Sir J, Lamb, You must allow, Mr. Darnley, that 
conscience is the rule which every honest man ought to 
walk by. 

Dam, 'Tis granted, sir. 

Sir J. Lamb. Then give roe leave to tell you, sir« 
that giving you my daughter, would be to act against 
that conscience I pretend to, whilst I thought you an 
ill lover ; and consequently the same tie obliges me to 
bestow her on a better man 

Dam. (c.) Well but, sir, -to come to the point. — Sup- 
pose the doctor (whom I presume you design her for) 
actually consents to give me up his interest ? 

Sir J, Lamb. But why do you suppose, sir, he will 
give up his interest 1 

Dam. I only judge from what your daughter tells me, 
sir. 

Sir J. Lamb. My daughter ! 

Darn, I appeal to her. 

Char I, (c.) And I appeal even to yourself, sir — ^has 
not the doctor, just now, in the garden, spoke in favour 
of Mr. Darnley to you ? Nay, pray sir, be plain ; be- 
cause more depends on that than you can easily imagine 
or believe. 

Sir J, Lamb. What senseless insinuation have you got 
Into your head now ? - 

Chart. Be so kind, sir, first to answer me, that I may 
be better able to inform you ? 

Sir J. Lamb, Well, I own he has declhied his interest 
in favour of Mr. .Darnley ; but I must tell you, madam, 
he did it in so modest, so friendly, so good-natured, so 
conscientious a manner, that I now think myself more 
than ever bound in honour to espouse him. 

CharL But now, sir, (only for argument*8 sake) sup- 
pose I could prove that all this seeming virtue was arti- 
ficial ; that his regard for Mr. Darnley was neither 
founded upon modesty, friendship, good-nature, nor con- 
science ; or, in short, that he has, Tike a villain, barter- 
ed, bargained, to give me to Mr. Darnley for half the 
War thousand pounds you value4 his consent at ; I say, 
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mr, suppose this conld be prove^^ where would be hit 
Tirtue then ? 

Sir J. Lamb, It is impious to suppose it. 

Gharl, Then, sir, from what principle must yon sup- 
pose that. I accuse him ? 

• Sir J. Lamb, From an obstinate prejudice to all that's 
good and yirtuons. 

Chart. That^s too hard, sir. But the worst your opi- 
nion can proTokeme to is, to marry Mr. Damley, with^ 
out either his consent or yours« 

Sir J, Iamb, What, do you brave me» madam ? 

Charl. No, sir ; but 1 scorn a lie ; and will so ikr 
Tindicate my integrity, as to insist on your believing me ; 
if not, as a child you abandon, I have a right to throw 
myself int:» other arms for protection. 

Dam, Dear Charlotte, how your spirit charms me I 

Sir J, Lamb, I am confounded. These tears cannot 
be counterfeit ; nor can this be irue. 

Laa^ Lamb, (c.) Indeed, my dear, I fear it is. Giro 
me leave to ask you one question. In all our mutual 
course of happiness, have I ever yet deceived you with a 
falsehood ? 

Sir tT. Lamb, Never. 

Lady Lamb, Would you then believe me, should I 
accuse him even of cVimes which virtue blushes but to 
mention ? 

Sir J, Lamb, To what extravagance would you drive 
met 

Lady Lamb, I would before nave undeceived you, 
when his late artifice turned the honest duty of your son 
into his own reproach and ruin ; but knowing then your 
temper was inaccessible, I durst not offer it. — But sup- 

Eose I should be able to let you see his viliainy, make 
im repeat his odious love to me in your own hearing ; 
at once throw off the mask, and show the barefaced 
traitor f 

Sir J. Ijamb, Is it possible ? 

Ladif Lamb, But then, sir, I must prevail on you to 
descend to the poor shifts we are reduced to. 

Sir J, Lamb, All ; to any thing, to ease me of my 
douttts : make me but witness of this fact, and I shall 
soon accuse myself, and own my folly equal to his base* 
ness. 

Lady Lamb, Behind that screen you may easily con* 
oeal yourself. 

Sir J. Lamb, Be it so. 
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X4Hfy ImaA. Mf . namleyi thall^we bef your l€ftT«, 

and YOU, Charlotte, take the least suspected way to send, 
the doctor to ne directly ? 

Gfc«W. («. c.) 1 have a tbovkgl^t will do it, raadam. 

Dam, (a. c.) Have but resolution, sir, afid fear no- 
thing. [^Extvmt Da«Ki(BT 4md CHAai^TTs, i.. 

iMdy Lamb, {c) Now, sir, you are to consider what a- 
desperate disease I har« uodertakea to cure ; therefore 
be sure -keep dose and stiU ; and when the proof is full,, 
appear at your discretion. 

8{r J. Lamb, Fear not ; I will eonform myself-— Yet 
be not atagry, my loYe, if ana ease like this, where I 
shoaVd not believe even him aceasinf y«a ; be not angry, 
I say, if I bafe also charity eneiugb to hope you may 
yet be deceived in what you charge him with, till taa 
evidenoe of my own senses assune me to the contrary. 

Lady Lamb. 'Tis juat. 

Sir J. Lamb, Hark ! I think I hear him earning. 

La^y Lamb, Now, my dear, remember your promise 
to have patience. 

Sir J. Lamb, Bely upon*t. 

Lady Lamb, To your post then. 

LSia John goes behind th§ wereenneor R. v. e. 

Enter Doctor Cant well, i. &. with a (ooJt. 

Dr, Cant, (l.) Madam, your woman tells me, thatb«i» 
log here, and aloae, you oemred to apeak with me. 

Lady Lamb, (c.) I did, siiv-but, that we may b«i 
siuie that w« are alone, pray shat tiie outward door — 
another surprise might ruia u s- i s all safe 1 

Dr. Cant. [Tutng andfattUne u ».] I hava lak«i 
cam, flMdam. 

l^y JUamA^ Bat I am a/raid I iMarmpt your tnedi- 
talions. 

Dr. Cant. No, madam, no; I was«aly kicking orer 
some pious exhortations here, for the use of a socie^ «f 
^chosen brethren. 

Lady Lan^.. Ah, doetar, what hare you done to an : 
the trouble of my anind sinoe o«r ^st unfortmiato oon-^ 
Cor-eiee, is aat to be expressed. You Indeed disoo?ered 
to me, whai, perhaps, for my own peaee, *twerebeMerI 
bad noTar been acqaaintad with ; bat 1 bad not soft* 
cient time to lay my heart open to you. 

jOn Cant. Whither, madam, w««ld yon lead me 7 

Lady Lamb, I have been uneasy, too, not knowf«|p 
how far you might mistake my bahiiTtottr on the last ac- 
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cident that happened ; but I was ceally so shocked, so 
terrified, I knew not what I was doing: only had 1^ 
|oined in your defence agrainsttheeolonel, it would have 
been evident that I was his enemy, and I have uses for 
his friendship. Silenee, therefore, was my only pru- 
dent pSiTt ; and I knew your credit with Sir John needed 
no support. 

Dr. Cflnt, Let me presume then to hope, that what I 
did, you judge was self-defence, and pure necessity. 
. Lady Lamb^ And perhaps, after all, the accident was 
lucky ; for Sir John, in order to obviate any ill con- 
structions that may be put upon it, insists now that we 
should be more together, to let the world see his confi- 
dence in us both. This relieves us from restraint, and 
I now dare tell you — but no — I wont— 

Dr, Can^. But why, madam ? let me beseech you — 

Lady Lamb, No — besides— what need you ask me-^ 

Dr. Cant. Ah ! do not endeavour to decoy my foolish 
heart, too apt to flatter itself. . You. cannot, sure, think 
kindly of me 1 

Lady Lamb, Well, well ; I woidd h^ve you imagine 
io. / - 

, Dr^ Cant* Berides, may I not with reason suspect, 
ihat this apparent goodness is but artifice, a shadow of 
compliance, meant only to persuade me from your 
daughter? 

litdy Lamb, Methinks this doubt ofme seems rather 
founded on your settled resolution not to resign her.-— f 
am conyiiTeed of it. I can assure you, sir, I should have 
saved you this trouble, had 'I known how deeply you 
were engaged to her. ^ [Weept, 

Dr. Cant, Tears— then I must believe yon— but in- 
deed you wrong me. To prove my innocence, it is not 
an hour since I pressed Sir John to give Charlotte to 
young Pamley, 

, Lady Lamb, Mere artifice.. You knew that modest 
resignation would make Sir John warmer in your in- 
terest. . 

Dr. Cant, No, indeed, indeed. Iliad other motives^ 
which you may hereafter be made acquainted with, and 
will convince you — 

Lady Lamb, Well, sir; now lUligire you reason to 
guess the reason why, at our last meeting, I pressed you 
so warmly to resign Charlotte. 

Dr, Cant. Ah I dear I ah! dear! 

Lady iMmb^ You cannot blame me for having op«^ 
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posed yourfasppiiiMfl, iHien, nif own, perhaps, depended 
upon it. 

Dr, CatU, Spare me, spare me : yon kill me with thla 
iLindness. 

iMdtfLamb, Bat, bow tbat I have discoTered my 
weakness, be secret ;-*^fBr the least imprudence— 
Dr. Cant. It is a vain fear. 

Ladjf Lamb.' Gall it not -vain : my reputation is dearer, 
to me than .life. 

Dr, Cant. Where can it find so sure a guard ; the 
grave austerities of my life will dumb-found suspicion^ 
•and yours may defy detraction. 

Lady Lamb, Well, doctor, tis yon must answer foi^ 
my folly. 
Dr. Cant. I take it all upon myself. 
Lad$f Lamb, But there*s one thing still to be afraid 
of. 
Dr. Cant. Nothing, nothing, 
Ladjf Lamb. My husband, Sir John. 
Or. Cant. Alas, poor man ! I will answer for him. Be^ 
tween ourseiyes, madam, your husband is weak:-! can 
lead him by the nose any where. '^ 

[Sir John Lambeat adtfanJees beMfeen (hem. 
Sir J. Lamb, (c.) No, caitiff, I*m to be ]^ no far- 
ther. 
Dr. Cant. (l. c.) Ah ! woman. 
Sir J. Lambi Is this your sanctity ? this your doc- 
trine? these your meditations? 

Dr. Cant. Is then my brother in a conspiracy against 
me? 

Sir J. Lamb. Your brother ! I have been your friend 
iadeed, to my siuiffle ; yoar dcr^e ; but your spell has 
lost its hold ; no more canting ; it will not serve your* 
turn any longer. ^ 

Lady Lamb. (a. c.) Now heaven be praised. 1 

Dr. Cant, It seems you want an excuse to part^with 
me. '" 

Sir J. Lamb. Ungrateful wretch I but why do I re< 
proach you ? Had I not been the weakest of mankind, 
yott never could have proved so great a villain. 6et 
out of my sight ; leave my house : of all my follies, 
which is it tells you, that if you stay much longer, I 
shall not be tempted to wrest you out of the hands of 
law, and punish you as you deserve ! 

Dr. Cant. Well ; bnt first let me ask you, sir« ^o 
it: Is you menace 2 connder your own condition, nd 
-^bere you are. 
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Sir J. XAmb. What would the TlllaiD drive at? leave 
me ; I forgive you ; but oneemore I tell yQU, seek some 
other plaee ; out of my house. This instaDt be gone, 
and see my face no more. 

Dr, Cant, Nay, then^ *tis my duty to exert myself, 
and let you know that 1 am master here. Turn you out« 
iir, this houae is miae ; and now, sir, at your pfcril, 
dare to insult me. 

Sir J. Lamb, Oh» heaivens ! 'tis true ; whither shall 
I fly to hide me ft'omnhe world ? 

Lady Lamb, Whither are you going, sir ? 

Sir J. Lamb, I know not — ^buit here, if seems, I am a 
trespasser — the master of the house has warned me 
hence— ^and, since the right is now in him, His just I 
shoold resign it. 

Ladif Lamb, You shall not stir. He dares not act 
with such abandoned insolence. No, sir, possession still 
is yours. If he pretends a right, let him. by open 
course of law, maintain it. 

Dr. Cant, Ha I Here ! Seyward \ lExU, l. d. 

Enter Mawworm, l. d. 

Sir J, Lttmb, Who is this fellow? what do you want, 
man? 

Maw, [Returning to l. d.] My lady ! come up. 

Enter Old Lady Lambert, l. d. 

Old Ladv Lamb, (l.) How now I 

ilfoir. (l^ He wants to know who I be. 

Old Lady Lamb, The gentleman is a friend of mine, 
son. I was cajrying him in a coach to attend- a contro- 
versy that's to be held this evenings at the Reverend Mr. 
Scruple's, about an affair of simony, andcalled to take 
, up the doctor. But what straage tales are- these I hear 
below? 

Sir J*. Lamb, (o.) The doctor is a villain, madam : I 
have detected him ; detected him in the horrible design 
of seducing my wife. 

Maw, (l. c.) It's unpossible. 

Sir J, XomA. What do jroo say, man t 

Mum, I say it's unpossible. He haa been locked up 
with my wife, for hours together, morning, noon, and 
night, and I never found her the worse for him. 

[Betirew up the Stagi, 
' Old Lady Lumb. (l. c.) Ah, son I son! 

Si» jr. Lambi What is yonr ladyship going to wuf 
now? 



58 tHB HTPOCBITS* [ACT T« 

Old Lady Lanib, The doctor is not in fault. 

Sir J. hamb, *Slife, madam ! 

Old Lady Lamb, Oh, he swears! he swears! Years 
in growing good, we become profligate in a moment: If 
you swear again, I won't stay In the house. 

Maw, [Advances to c] Nor I neither: aren't yoa 
ashamed of yourself? have you no commenseration on 
your souls ?— Ah ! poor wicked sinner ! I pity you. 

Sir J, Lamb, *Sdeath ! and the devil. 

Maw, If you swear any more, 1*11 inform against 
you. 

Sir J. Lamb, Why would you bring this idiot, ma- 
dam? 

Maw, Ay, do despise me, I'm the prouder for it ; I 
likes to be despised. [Retires again wp the Stage, 

Enter Charlotte, l* 

Oiarl, (l.) Oh, dear papa, I shall faint away ! there's 
murder doing. 

Sir J, Lamb, Who ! where ! what is it 1 

Charl, The doctor, sir, and Seyward, were at high 
words just now in the garden ; and upon a sudden there 
was a pistol fired between them. Oh I I^m afraid poor 
Seyward is killed. ' 

Sir J, Lamb, How T 

CharL Oh, here he comes iiimself ; he'll tell yon 
more. 

Enter Dr. Gantwell, Darmlby, Hitward, and 

Servants, l. 

Damley, [Speaking as he enters, "l Here, bring in this 
rufiian ; this is villainy beyond example. 

Sir J, Lamb, What means this outrage ? 

Lady Lamb, I tremble. 

Scvw, (c.) Don't be alarmed, madam — ^there 3s no 
mischief done ; what was intended, the doctor here can 
best inform you. 

Sir J, Lamb, (r, c.) Mr. Damley, I am ashamed to 
see you. 

Maw. [Advances,'] So you ought ; but this good man 
is asham^ of nothing. [Betires. 

Dr. Cant. (l. c.) Alas ! my enemies prevail. 

Seyw, In short, gentlemen, the affair is cireumstan 
tially this — ^The doctor called me out into the pavilion 
in the garden ; appeared in great disorder ; told me 
therQ was a sudden storm raised^ ^hich be was not 
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imfBciently prepeired to weather. H« said, his depen- 
dance was upon me ; and, at all erents, I must be ready 
to swear, when he called upon me, I had seen him pay 
8ir John several large sums of money. He talked con- 
fusedly about giying yalae for an estate ; bat I boldly^ 
refused to perjure myself; and told him, on the contrary,^ 
I was satisfied he had fleeced Sir John of several large 
isums, under pretence of ehari table uses, which he 
secretly converted to his own.— This stung him— and he 
fastened at my throat. Then, indeed, all temper left 
me; and, disengaging myself from his hold, with a 
home-blow, I struck him down. At this, grown des- 
perate^ he ran with fury to some pistols that hung above 
the chimney ; but in the instant he reached one, I seized 
upon his wrist ; and as we grappled, the pistol firing to 
the ceiling, alarmed the family.^ 

Old Lady Lamb. (l. c.) This is a lie, young man, 
I see the devil standing at your elbow. 

Maw. (c.) So do I, with a great big pitch-fork, push- 
ing him on. 

Dr* Cant, Well, what have you more against me ? 

Darn, More, sir, Ihopeisneedless— but, ifSir John 
18 yet unsati8fie<l — 

Sir J, Lamb. (n. c.) Oh ! I have seen too much. 

Dr^ Cant, I demand my liberty. 

Sir J* Lamb, Let him go. 

Enter Colombl Lambbrt and ATTBNDAMTtf, b. 

Col, Lamb, Hold, sir I not so fast ; you can*t pass 
Dr. Cant, (l.) Who, sir, shall dare to stop me ? 
Col, Lamb, (l.) Within there. 

i^nfer Tipstaff, i. 

THpstaff, Isyour name Gantwell, sir 2 

Dr. Cant, What if it be, sir? 

Tipstaff. Then, sir, I have my Lord Chief Justice's 
warrant against you. 

Dr. Cant, Against me ? 

Tipstaff. Yes, sir, for a cheat and impostor. 

Old Lady Lamb, What does he say ? 

Sir J, Lamb, (l. c.) Dear son, what is th!s ? 

. Col, Lamb, Only some actions of the Doctor's, sir, 

which I have affidavits in my hand here to prove, from 

more than one creditable witness ; and 1 think it my 

laty to make the public acquainted with them : if he 
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ci» aequh miUHilf of thew^ ^on if ^t> he pn^ Mf 
the conseqia«NrCjR» 

Dr. CafU. Welt bip^.«Miy (• Wt 1^ sMc«a«rtjioDf a^M 

ma be vrhiU th^y wiM< by v^ft^ pf ijiiFif cojiveynnce, 1 

am stUl inas^r lier«; «Ad) if 1 1191 for^ ^ l#aW lira 

'bott»e myself, I viU »lM)i b# tbis <ioor#— ^ipbpdy ftbaU 

remain bebind. 

Sir 4^. Lamb* Tberej ^rt t iiid<ie4 be fthig^ me |p 
tbe heart I ^r ^hat r%fi)i act, reprea^b au4 e^dlesf tbapoie 
will baant me ! . 

CharL 'K<i^, flif !-— b^ c<Mpfprted< iSv€!P tbe«|)| iopi 
bis wicked hQ|iEee mpst leave bin) ; for fcnpw, Ibe ,fal«l 
deed, wbiob ypu iiilcfiid«4 }P 9199, iff b«r9, eTfsn yei mn 
sealed and ipftoeent 1 

Sit J. hwmb, Whalb wpap ypq 7 

CAar/. I mean, sir, tb^t this dtte^, by ncoidfnt fa(lr 
iog into tbif s««|lem4Q*s bands, bis geOprous cpioeni 
for our family diseeyered it tp me ( imd thM« \n 0OBf«r|, 
we proenr^d tbs^ other to bp drawn eiHicftly >)|ce it ; 
which, in your impatience to execute, parsed Wt^llf!' 
peoied let the ofigioAl. Their only dif^r^pisp is. that 
wbereter h^rp yon rpad the dipetpr> QPm<4f $berp ypp'll 
find my brother's. 

Dr. QkM* Q«mi sif ; lea^ ma Fb^re ypn pl<a«t« 

Old lady Lamb* I don't know 'wb^ .tp in«M Pf all 
this. 

iM^w, [i|lpiH|l# «r/pn« btfM'^f' <^ por^m fit p< V. B. 
and ^ooilr« over <Ae top toward the 8{c^^ii and audience, 
throwing about Ids arms, and delivering thefplloff/tng 
rhapsody, "] Stay! stay, you infati^a ted wretches, yon 
know not what ye do : the Doctor is hinocent. * I say 
he is innocent, touch not a hair of bis precious head ; 
rumple not one curl of bis gracious ^ig : — ^he*s a saint ! 
if ever there was a saifft be is one ' biH ye will be the 
sufferers : I have one ^feat and giovioaS consdUtton ! 
I say one gl6rioas eon«Ptaiion^yo4i*ll all gd to the 
devil — I shall go up, but youMl go d«Dhi. Anid wbMi 
you see me mount and leave ^e to jroarfate^ yoult want 
iny aid X you'll want Imp io take yon with me \ you'll 
cling'to me: you'll attem|it to lay hold of tbe skirts of 
my coat ! but VW fttng ye aH,> for V\\ wear a spenoer ! 
[Exeunt Mawwoem cmA Oi«d L^pt LaHP. l. 

CharL (l.c.) Now, ilamley, I hope I bave madP 
acme atonement for yotfr jealottsjr. 
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Dam. (l.) You'ye banished it for eyerl this was 
beyond yourseif surprising. 

Col. iamb, (l.) Sisler— 

Chari, Come, no set speeches ;> if I deserTe your 
thanks, return them in friendship to your first preserver. 

Col. Lamb. The business of my life shall be to merit 
it. 

Seyw. (r.) And mine to spealL my sense of obliga- 
tions. 

Sir J. lamb, (c.) Oh, my child ! for my deliyerancp, 
1 can only reward you here. For you, my son, whose 
filial virtue I have injured, this honest deed shall m 
every article be ratified. And, for the sake of that 
hypocritical villain, I. declare, that from henceforward 
I renounce all pious folks ; I will have an utter abhor- 
rence for every thing that bears the appearance — 

Char I, Nay, now, my dear sir, I must take the li- 
berty to tell you, you carry things too far, and go from 
one extreme to another. •'What ! because a worthless 
wretch ha« imposed upon you, under cne .allacious show 
of austere grimace, will you needs have it, every body 
18 like him ? confound the good with the bad, and con- 
clude, there are no truly religious in the world ? Leave, 
my dear sir, such rash consequences to fools and liber 
tines. Let us be careful to distinguish between virtue 
atid the appearance of it. Quard, if possible, against 
doing honour to hypocrisy. But, at the same time, let 
us allow there is no character in life, greater or more 
valuable than that of the truly devout — nor any thing 
more noble, or more b«autiful, than the fervour of a 
lincere piety. » 
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REMARKS. 

** As Yon Like It^ is the most perfect speeimeb of Sbakspeare^s 
vwiont powers, that i« to be fonnd in all his writings. Some excep- 
ittons to gentral excellence may be discovered in many of his 

1>rodaction8 ; bat this drama presents one aniform picture of sarpass- 
ng beanty. Every line teems with hamanily. There is the philofto- 
phy of love, of mirth, and of melancholy. Of love, in all the delicacy 
and refinement of that exquisite passion— of mirth, sparkling with the 
utmost ezoberance of wit and fancy— of melancholy, not 

" Mopidi, thick-lipp'd, and doll melancholy," 

bnt a spirit deeply stricken with the baseness and ingratitade of the 
world — moralising on the various conditions and porsaits of men, 
not with cynical asperity,' bnt sorrowful regret, chequered with the 
caustic and sath-ieal hnmoor that may serve to distinguish a discipic of 
Democritus. There is little plot to arrest attention, or to create sus- 
pense : the spell lies in the sentiments, which are clothed in lan> 
goage the most choice and appropriate, and in tke grace and pro- 
inriety of the characters. 

This play it founded on the novel of Rotalgnde, cr Euphvet* 
Crolden Legacy » Ato,, 1590, written by Thomas £4M^e, an elegant 
and somewhat prolific author of the Elisabethan age. From this 
origin has Shakspeare borrowed not only many of the incidents, but 
some of his prmcipal characters, with the exception of Jaqaes, 
Touchstone, and Audrev, which are his own. The scene is chiefly 
laid in the forest of Arden. We have the primitive simplicity of the 
|>ast<Hal age, with the wisilom of the schools— the quaint sallies of a 
court fool amidst the glories of paradise. 

The character of Jacques bears acertain resemblance to that of Timon. 
Jacques has fied^ not from the society of men, bnt from their follies 
and their vices ; he still joins in feAowship with his brothers in 
exile; nor has his love of solitude given him a disrelish for humour in 
the pointed Jests of the clown. Not so with Timon*— his turbulent 
passions are only forced into a different channel : he hates with the 
same violea|ce that he* once reveiled—hit spirit, so far from being 
•nbdaed by adversity, has become more furious by being opposed — 
and he lives and dies a kideons example of impotent manea and 
dia^pointed ambUion. Sncb are the shades that distingaish theia 
two celebrated characters, which, though tbev bear soma analogy 
in certain features, are, nevertheless, perfectly ladividuUaed and di» 
tfnct. 

Tlie ancient clown, or fool (which characters have been strangely 
confounded with each other), was a domestic buffoon, whose peculiar 
province was to divert his lord. He had the privilege of saying that 
which from other lips would have been accounted treason or heresy; 
satirising the follies of all present, not sparing even his lord, with tha 
utmost keenness of sarcastic wit. Olivia, in Twelfth Night, says, 
" There is no slander in an allowed fool, though he do nothing out 
rail." Yet he often paid dearly for this indulgence, being liable to, 
and occasional ly experiencing, very severe castigatlon. Lear threatens 
his fool with the whip. He has been described as a mere ideot« of 
natoral, silly by nature yet cunning and sarcastic— or else a wit^ 
hireling or counterfeit fool* 'Of the latter description ! wera 
TarietCH, Will Smmmers, and Archee, wags who assumed tho 
motley coat of folly only to langh at fools. Such is Touchstone, Ut 
whom shrewdness and humour contend fur the mastery. He is a 
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mgterM fool, tt jMOmu'vptlf dcteribet kim. Hh feUv, like Hi 
let's madneM, has both mttto' aad method in it. His dticriptioa ot 
the knight who swore by .his honoar the mofltard WM naoght— hi* 
•cenes of coartship with Aadrey—- bto dissertatiMi npon horns, and 
Qoon the lie seven times removed, are alternate Jest and apotbeglmi. 
The character is worked np to the highest pitch>ef grotesqaekuinpiurf 
withoat any approach to valgar baffoonery. 

The disposition of Rosalind is gentle and oonfiding--«prlglitly as 
yoQth and innocence can make it— tinged with oecasioml sadness 
for the banishment of her fkther->and sbidad with that most eaqolsile 
of all sensations, the melancholy of true lore. Nor is tlie character 
of Celia scarcely less interesting, from her heroic fricnddiip in fol- 
lowing the fortunes of Rosalind ; in soothing and sapporting her 
amidst the perils of thdr flight; and In whimdcally Incoming the vicUm 
of that very passioa wlUchshc nilies with such agreeable playfulness 
in her friend. 

Orlando and Adam, the generous lord and the attached servant, 
exhibit haman nature in that elevated point of view in which it is 
both useful and delightftil to contemplate it. The -poet who could 
thus inculcate such divine lessoi|s of humanity, must have sordy 
found the sentiment in bis own t>osom I 

** O, never sees, bat in tbv bleu'd effects, , 

Or felt, but In the soul that heav'n selects ; 
Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 
To other hearts, must have thee in his own*" 

- Sylvius is a love-lorn shepherd, whose amorons ezpostnlatioos 
have much of the qualntness of elegance and refinement, lie pleads 
with considerable point and antithesis, and must have learnt his 
lesson in some other school than the fbrest of Arden. If Pope has 
made his swains talk like knights and scholars* lie may plead the 
authority of Sir Philip Sydney and Shakspeare. 

Phflebe displays the caprice and fickleness that have been conuMon 
to her sex, whether In crowded cities, or in the Vales of Arcady. 
Andrey is a butt, against whom tfc« mad wag. Touchstone, aims his 
sharpest arrows of satirical wit. She is a rich conception of comic 
humour, though the gods have not made her poetical. ^ 

Among the many noble passages which thu drama contains*«dra 
speech of the duke — 

'* Now, my co-matel, and brothers In exile,** 

Jacques* description of the wounded stag, and bis far-famed speech on 
the seven ages of man, are the most prominent. The song, " Under 
the greenwood tree," U a beantifni pastoral. ** Blow, olate, thou 
win$er wind,** la soblime. 

Johnson regrets that Shakspeare, - by hurrying this play to a c^ose, 
lost the^oppmtnntty of ineuleating some floe moral sentiments, 
fhroneh the medium of a dialogue between the ' nsiirpei* and the 
hermit. We regret it, ie6-»iiijastice had then received a still Merner 
fuboke, end the followin]p sentiment of tlM poet a more ample 
illestration :— 

*^ Sweet are the uses of adversity. 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in its head.** 

f s 

In contemplating this ronumtie and beautifbl drama, al^ opinion, ac* 
•essariiy rises into panegyric. Every p»rt is so perfect— the philo* 
•ophy, the faunonr, the sentiments, and the imagery — that to rise 
from it without delight and Improvement, would betray an obliquity 
•f feeling wholly ineonsistent with just perception and moral reetitnde* 
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W« wruvglit Iff the ndtfltit cuinpki, thtt «d«ert^y ii.jiot im 
reidity a bow to mn, hvt to his priae and ambition, fku. itn va^t 
wn sWtet an4 eonsotaltfry ; and while with rvde hand it arrests the 
eareer tof his imlioanMd jpasstana, it restores Us mind to that state of 
bMfltflil serenity, whidif when the vain htandishmenU of life are psKt 
«id fOBO,' is tlie revniidng friend and companion of yirtoe. Jt^ 
sehools dedicated to morais and plrflosopby, tlie Itoly temples of 

L fclMon, nrrer ediood wUh more divine pvocepts than the solitudes of 

! Araen. Mfarth never sennded a merrier note« nor mnsic a more e|i- 

'dnuBlltig sinil*; than theao' which giad the hesurts, and sooth the cares, 

[ of these banished <4orestei«. 

^ Tliere are eotain actors who seem l>om to represent particnUr 

chaMcters. KenAlo bad only to mppear in tlUs play, and. we 

I Immediately recognised him as the melancholy lord, who— 

^ Found tongues in trees, boolcs in the mnnlns brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thingJ' 

His performance of Jacques was characteristic and -grand. ■ His ez- 
oaisite.tact in the management of bis voice, and his perfect ennncin- 
two, were never displayed to greater advantage dian in his delivery 
of ** All the UHfrws a stmge/* which, withont exception, was thie 
finest specimen of recitation we remember to have heard. ' 

We have seen the late Mr. WroaghtoiK play Jacques- with discrimi- 
nation and feeling ; but his ongmcenil flgare and passoSniest connte- 
nance were sad diawbaclts upon his performance. Mr. Yoan^by tread- 
ing in the steps of Kenible, Is Um only tme representat&e of tlris 
finely- drawn obaractar since the denth of that inestimable aetw. 

ThoM who remember King, would fain persuade us that Touchstone 
was never so admirably represented, as by tliat celebrated com^ian. 
But we are quite satisfied with Bannister and Fawcett, who, in bar 
opinion, foach Ibe higlMSt point of comic hnrooar. Bannister is mon 
. nch and playful— Fawcett more quaint and formal— Bannister, with 
Ice4 volnbHity, gives ns Umt to relish the good things, which, like 
SanOho^ bag of proverbs, succeed each other with such exubelteice 
of Ancy-^Fawcett's ntpid uUerance is like the conjuror's wand at Bara- 
tarla : the good things fiy before it ere we liave snttcientiy tasted them. 

No actor ever realised our conception of Orlando but Mr. Charles 
Kemble. His countenance and figuro, moulded with so much ex- 
pression aod gracefulness, and his lofty and chivalrous bearing, gave 
an animated picture of a knight of romance, who might win a lady's 
love at first sight. His exposCAlation with Oliver, his interruption 
of the sylvan tmnquet, and his colloquies wUh Booalind, wer^ oein- 
Utal acting. He was admirably seconded by Mr. Murray, in Adam, 
in which ctaaracter we have never eeen his eqwiL 

Mrs. Jordan, and iin, Henry Siddons, were the Rosalinds -that 
we remember with the greatest pteasure. - The cnckocHfong, as 
sung by Mrs. JorcHin, withont the aeoompaaiment of mmic, was 
beautiful beyond deMJrfptlon. Miss Foote, in countenance and 
figure, was every thlnr that oonid be -desired in Besalhid. But^the 
charm was broken when -she began to-ncf* Tot;ivn.doe eifeotrto 
the language of Shakspeare, it is necessary to feel and nnderstaad it. 

If we never saw King'A Tooolistone^tbank foitnne, we have a 

perfect recoileolion of Miss- Pope, in Audrey I A dramatic bonng 

houche, in whlcb» even in memory, we delight to luxuriate. Mrs. 

Mattocks approached nearest to Mus Pope ; Blanchard, in the aim* 

/jojlc-payt oVWS rati) wts'aaMmheiietf* • • • • 

r: • «H)— H3. 
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Coittumti 

The DUKK— Blae and white doublet «ad iMmtokMni, buff walrt- 
ctiAt, green Telret round hat and wbitp i^nmee* rusMt booto, a van- 
dyke and cauntlets. * 

pUKB FRBDUEHICK,— Purple velvet jacket and trunks, crimson 
velvet robe, richly embrcAdertd, Itped win satin and edged with er- 
mine, round purple velvet hat, and white plumes, white silk stock- 
ings, russet shoes, vandyke and gauntlets. 

AMIBNS '-Blue doublet and pantaloons, round purple hat, and 
white plume, russet boots, vandyke and gauntlets. 

JikQUES.— Blue doublet aud pantaloous, trimmed with brown 
fur, black hat, and blue plume, russet boots, vandyke and gauntlets. 

ORLA.NDO. — Olive-brown doubl^^t and pantaloons, trimmed with 
light blue, brown cap. Second dress — Blue jacket, buff pantaloons, 
russet boots, vandyke and gauntlets. 

OLIVER. — Blue jacket, trunks, and cloak, ornamented with sil- 
ver ; black velvet bat, white plumes, and russet shoes. Second 
drest— Round black bat, and the other parts of his dress blue entirely. 

TOUCHSTONE.— A party-coloured (red, white, and blne)doabIet, 
trunks, and cloak ; a ouriously formed cap, with an ear (like the ear 
of an ass) standing up on eacifa eide. One red, and one wbKe stock- 
ing ; one russet, and one black shoe. 

IJB BEAU. — Light-brown jacket ai^d cloak, trimmed with silver; 
light-blue pantaloons, white shoes, and satin roses, with bat and 
pniraes. 

CORIN and SYLVIU&— Drab doublet and trunks, ruaeat shoes, 
and brown caps^ 

RpSALIND —White dress, spangled with gold. Second dress— 

reen tunic, trimmed with fur, blue pantaloons, round hat, russet 



CBL1A.— White dress, spangled witl» eilvcfr. Second 4re>s— 'blue 
body, white muslin skirt, trimmed with green flowers. 

PHCEBB.— White, trimmed with green. 

aUDRBV. — Tawdrv gown with large flowers, crimson stuffed 
pettieeat, with jacket, i-udles, large fiat straw hat. 



Vaal <4 the Charmefen in the Comeiy of At Yeu Like It, at the 
Tkeuire-Royal, Cwent'Qurden. 

The Duke,,.,. ^ Mr. JEgerton. 

Duke Frederick Mr. Bvans. 

Amien* Mr. Larkln. 
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Le Beau Mr. Horrebov. 

JEuetace , ,. Mr, King. 

Louie Mr. Mears. 

Oliver i Mr. Connor. 

JaamesdeBoie Mr. Baker. 

Orlando Mr. C. Kemble 

Adam Mr. Chapman. 

Charlee Mr, Crumpton. 

f^iiiiam Mr. BluMhard. 

Touehelone. Mr. FaweetU 

Dennis , Mr. Henry. 

Syfviue ;^, ............ Mr, Coiner 

Corin Mr. Atkins. 

Hosaliud Miss Jones. 

Celia..: MissFoote. 

Phoebe Miss Shaw. 

Audrey Mrs. Oibbs. 

Hjftnen Miss Beaumont 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. Oliver*9 Orchard. 

Enter Oblando and Adam, r. 

Orl. (r. c.) As I remember, Adam, it was in thi$ 
fashion beqaeathed me: By will, but a poor thousand 
erowns; and, as thou say*st, charged my brother, on 
his blessing, to breed me well : and there begins my sad- 
ness. My brother, Jaques, he keeps at school, and re- 
port speaks goldenly of his profit : for my part, he keeps 
me rustically at home, or, to speak more properly, stays 
me here at hpme, unkept ; for call you that keeping, for 
•fi gentleman of my birth, that differs not from tne staU* 
log of an oz ? His horses are bred better ; for, besidai 
that they are fair with their feeding, they are taught 
their manage, and, to that end, riders dearly hired ; 
but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but growth; 
for the which his^ animals on his dunghills are as much 
bound' to him as I. Besides this nothing that he so 
plentifully gives me, the something, that nature gave 
me, his countenance seems to take from me ; he lets me 
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my edu- 
cation. This is it, Adam, that grieves me; and the 
spirit of my father, which I think is within me, begins 
to mutiny against Uiis servitude : I will no longer endure 
It, tiiough yet I kiiow no wise remedy how to avoid it. 

[^CroM$e$ to L. 
. Adam, (&•) Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. (pro apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake me up. [Adam retires up the Stage. 

Enter Oliver, l. 
Oli, (l.) Now, sir ! what make you here? 
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OH, (r. c.) Nothing: I am not taught to make any 
thing. 

Otiv, What mar you then, ttr ? 

Orl, Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
Heaven made^a poor unworthy brother of ^ours, with 
idleness. 

Oliv» Marry, sir, be better employed, and be nought a 
while. 

OrL Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with them ? 
What prodigal portion have I Spent, that I should come 
to such penury ? 

01(9, Know you where you are, sijr ? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here, in your orchard. 

Oliv, Know you before whom, sir? 

OrL Ay, better than he, I am before, knows me. I 
know you are my eldest brother ; and, iL Hie 'gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know me. The coor* 
tesy of nations allows you my better, in that you are 
the first born ; but the same tradition takes not away ray 
blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have 
as much of my father in me as you ; albeit, I confess 
your coming before me is nearer to his reverence. 

Oliv, What, boy I [Advanc€$^ and layti hold qf him, 

OrL Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. [ParU 

Oliv. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

OrL I am no villaia : I am the youngest son of Sir 
Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is thrice a 
villain, that says, such a father begot villains. {^Lajfs 
hold q/^ Oliver.) Wert thou not- my brother, I would 
not take this hand from thy throat, till this other had 
pulled out thy tongue for saying so ; thou hast railed on 
thyself. 

Adam, [Advan^^tng l. c.J Sweet masters, be patient ; 
for your father's remembrance, be at accord. 

Oliv, Let me go, I say. 

Orl, I will not, till I please : you shall hear me. My 
father charged you, in his will, to give me good educa- 
tion : you have trained me up like a peasant, obscurinpr, 
and hiding from me all genlleman-like qualities : the 
spirit of my father grows strong in me, and I will not 
longer endure it: therefore, allow me such exercises as 
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery 
my father left me by testament ; with that I will go buy 
my fortunes. 
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O/i'r. And what wJU thou do ? Bag, when: thai !• 
spent? Well, sir, get you in; [CroMses to Oliver*^ 
AauseJ] 1 will not long be troubled with you ; you shall 
have some part of your will : I pray you, leave me. • 

OrL 1 will no further ofitend you, than becomes me for 
my good. [EUit into the JF/o««tf, . 

Oliv. [r. to Adam.] Get you with him, yoo old dog I 

Adam, [^Crosstug,'] Is old dog my reward? MosI 
true, I have lost my teeth iu your service. — ^Heaven be 
with my old mastef, he would not have spoke such a 
word I [ Exit intp the liouH» 

Oliv, Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon ii;e ? I 
will physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand 
crowitf neither. • [Exit imlo the Umu^ 

8CBNB IL— 0/ii»«r*f Home. 

EfU.er OuvKE, «• 
(Hiv, Holla, Dennis ! 

£te(er Dbwmis, l« 

Dtn. Calls your worship ? 

Oliv. Was not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here* 
to speak with me ? 

Den, So please you, he Is here, and Importunes access 
to you. 

' Oliv, Can him \Xi,—[Exit Dennis, l.]— 'TwUl be a 
good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

BtflUr Chablbs, l. 

Charles, (l.) drood morrow to your worship. 

Oliv. (r.) Good Monsieur Charles ! what's the new 
news at the new court ? 

Charlet, There's no news at the court, sir,'but the 
old news ; that is, the old Duke is banished by his 
younger brother, the new Duke ; and three or four lov« 
ing lords have put themselves in voluntary exile v»itii 
him, whose lands and revenues enrich the new Duke % 
therefore, he gives them good leave to wander. 

Oliv, Can you .tell, if Rosalind, the old Duke's 
daughter, be banished with her father? 

Charles, O, no ; for the new Dune's daughtf4r,herooiv- 
sin, so loveslier — ^l^eing ever from theircradUa bred togBr 
ther— tl^At she woiud liave followed her exUe^ qr hAve dkMl 
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ACT I, 



m stsy^b^iitd'ter; Wik U «t tite o^art, ftnd ho^Ymk be- 
i«rMl-of iMtti-vaele than bis own datigln«t ; amtiMTvr 
two1ftdl«noT«d Mth«y d«^. "^ • 

miv\ Where willithe okl Dalie ilvci V ' >^ ' 
*^Charl0g. They^^gftyv'lieis Alueady Inthe fi'oMlit of 
ArdM, and iteny a merry man with him ; and ^beve 
tlteydtveHke the Md Re'bin Hood 'of EMglaftd': tkltf 
'ftay, maoy young grenttemMi flock to hhn tiT«ry day, 
and fleet the time earelessly, aa they dM in lhe'<§old^ft 
world* ' . - . V -r. ji t 

0/fv. (l.c.) What, you wreftlo' to«nolrrow, beforo 
the-newDake? • ....,,-». 

Ckmtlet* (b. c.) Msrry do I, air ; >«nl I vane '^o ao^ 
qnainl yo« with a matter* I am (fifenf^airy'itftfiJtly to 
nndaratand, that yoar younger brother, Orlando, hath a 
disposition to come in against me, to try a fall. To« 
morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit; and he4hat 
escapes me without some broken limb, shall acquit him 
well. Your brother is but young, and tender ; and, for 
your loTO, I would be loth to foil him, as I roust, for 
mine own honour, if bo eama in; therefore, out of my 
loTe to you, I came hither to acquaint you wi^al, t^ft 
either you might atay himfi'om his intendment, or brook 
^uoh disgrace well as he shall run into ; in that it is * 
thing of his own search, and altogether against my 
will. 

Oliv. Charles, I thank thee for thy loye tome, whieb. 
thon shalt find, I will most kindly reqtfite. I had my- 
self notice of my brother*8 purpose herein, and-faaTe, by 
underhand means, labonred to dissuade him from it; 
but he is resolute. I*il tell thee, Charles — ^it.is tho 
stubbomest young fellow of Franee ; full of ambition, 
an earions emulator of every man's good parts, a secret 
and Tillanous contriTer agdnst me, his natural brother ; 
therefore, use thy discretion; 1 had as lief thou didst 
break his neck, as his finger ; and thou wert best look 
tot ; for, if thou dost him any alight disgrace, or If ho 
4o nol mightily graee himself on thee, he wiU practise 
afiainst thee by poison ; entrap thee by some treachery 
cos device ; and never leave thee, till he hath ta*eii thy 
life by some indirect means or other : for, I assure thee, 
and alfluist with tears I ^eak it, there is aot one so 
young and so villanous this day living, i Jipeak but 
bfotlMily of'kira ; bnt,-^8houid I «natomice bim to thee 
as he is, I jnua^ \dm\k and weep, and than nrast loolc 
pale and wonder. 
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C9mH^ I am MtnUy gkmd I ^Anie Uther to you. If 
lioconioto-HMNrrow, ril'giTe him his ptynMHits if «ver 
he go alone again, 1*11 never wraHle for prise moM. 
And so, HeaTen keep y^ar worships [BxH^ l. 

Oim. Farewell, good Charles ! Now w<ll I stir this 
gaiaestee: I hope,! shaU see -en end of him; forniy 
ao«l, yet I- know-no^ why, hates nothing more thaalM. 
Y«l he's gentle ; never schooled, and yet learned ; fall 
of<no(>le deviee; of ail sorts enehantingly' beloved; 
and, indeed, so much in the heart of the world, aad 
eapoeiaUy'offiy own people! 'Who 4>eM know him,' that 
I am altogether misprised : but it shall not be so long ; 
lUs wrestler shall oleaa aU : nothing remaiiw, bat that 
I kindle the boy thither, which now I'll go about. 

[Exiiy a. 

SCENE III.— i4 Lanm b^ore the D%ke*g PtOace. 

Enter Rosalind and Cslia,' n. 

CU. (a.) I firay thee, RosaUad, sweet my cos, be 
merry. - • . • - 

Roe, (l. c.) Dear Celia, I show more mirth than • 
am mistress of; ^and wonld you yet I were merrier? 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished father, 
you must not learn me how to remember any extraordt- 
nary' pleasure. 

Cel. (r. c.) Herein, I see, thou loT*st me not with 
the full weight that I lore thee. If my uncle, thy bar 
nisbed father, had banished thy uncle« the Duke, my 
irther, wo thou hadst been still with me, I could have 
taaghl my love to take thy flither for mine ; so wovldst 
thou, if the truth of thy lore to me were so righteously 
tem]«ered as mine is to thee. 

Mee. Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, 
t0 rejoice in yours. 

Cd» You know, my father hath no child b|it I, nor 
iMMie ts like ta hare % and, truly, when he dies, thou 
Shalt be his heir: for what he hath taken a^ay from 
^y ihther per farce, I wUl render theeagainiin affec- 
tion ; by mine honour,*! will ; and, when I break that 
oath, let me turn monster: tiierefore, my sweet Rose, 
ny dear'RoSe, be merry; 

Jlos. From heaoofortn I wili^ coa, and derlse sports ; 
latine«0ii ; What think ytm of 'falling in lore? ' 
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' Ceii Mftory, I pr*ylhet,,do, to mtfca aport ixlthaf ; 
but tove BO mail in goodearneBt ; nor no further in sport 
neither, than with mfety of » pare blush thou may'st in 
honour come ofT again* 

Jtoff. What abali be our sporty then ? 

CeL Let us sit and mock the good houseTirife, For»> 
tune, from her. wheel, that her gifts may hepoeforth bo 
bestowed equally. 

Ros, I would we could do so ; for her benefits are 
mightily misplaced; and the bountiful blind woman 
doth most mistake in her gifts to women, 

Cel. *Tis true ; for those, that she m^kes fair, she 
scarce makes honest ; and those, that she makes houest, 
she makes very iU-fayouredly, 

/^f. Nay, now thou goest from Fortune's office to 
Nature's : Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in 
the lineaments of nature. 

Cel. No! When Nature hath made a fair creatul-e, 
may she not by Fortune fall into the fire 1 [ Without — 
Touchstone singt, l.] Though Nature hath given us 
wit to flout .at Fortune, hath not Fortune sent iit this 
fool, to cut off the argument t ^Ladies retire f Uf, 

Enter Toucbstoni, !.•-„ ^ — ''^^^~ 

How now, wit ? whither wander you 1 

Touch, (l.) Mistress, you must come fk way to your 
<iatherj 

CeL Were you made the messenger? 

Touch, No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to come 
for you. 

Jfios. Where learned you that oatb, fool 7 

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his honour 
they were good pancakes, and swore by his honour the 
mustard was n^uglH: n9W, 1*11 stand to it, the pancakes 
were naught, and the mustard was good ; and yet >YaSv 
not the knight fprswom. 

CeL How prpve you that, in the great heap of ^our. 
knowledge ? 

Bo$. Ay, marry ( now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stwad you ' both forth now: stroke yoor 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we bad them,Jiion art. 

Touchy By my knaverv, if I had it, fneti I wei^ ; bat 
if you swear by that that is not, you are not forsivoh»& 
no more was this knight', swearing by his honour, for he 
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never had any ; or, if be had, he hiad awoni it all tnhij 
before he. ever saw those paneakes, or that mustard. 

CeL Here comes Monsieor Le Beau. 

Ros, With his mouth full of news. 

CeL Which he will put en us, as pigeons feed their 
young. 

Ro8. Then shall we be news-crammed. 
' CeL All the better ; we shall be the more saarketable. 

EiUer Lb Beau, h. 

Bon Jour, Monsieur Le Beau ; whatV the news ? 

Le Beau, Fair Princess, you have lost much good 
sport. 

CeL Sport ! of what colour ? 
. l/e j^ean. What colour, madam? how shall I answer 
you? 

HoM. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch, Or as the destinies decree. 

CeL Well said j that was laid on with a trowel. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladles : I would have told 
you of ffood wrestling, which you have lost the sigiit of. , 

Bm. Yet tell IIS the manner Of the wrestlibg. 

Le Beau, (l. c.) I will tell you the beginning, [Goes 
to c] and, if it please your ladyships, yoa may see the 
end ; for the best is yet to do ; and here, where you are, 
they are coming to perform it. 

CeL (c.) Well — ^the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old man and bis three 
sons ' 

Cd, T could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beau, Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and presence 

RoM. With bills on their necks—** Be it known unto ' . 
all men, by these presents"— 

Le Beau, The eldest of the three wrestled with Charles, 
the Duke*8 wrestler ; which Charles, in a moment, threw 
him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hope 
of life in him : so he served the second, and so the third. 
Yonder they lie ; the poor old man, their fatlier, makidg 
such pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take 
his pait with weeping. 

Roe, Alas! 

Touch, (h) But what Is the sport. Monsieur, that 
the ladies have lost ? 

Le Beau, Why this, that 1 speak of^ 

Ed 
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' T&uek. That n»eii may grow wiser eTery day $ it is 
the first time that ever I heard, breaking of ribs was 
sport for ladies. . 

Cel, Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros, But is there any else longs to see this broken 
music in his sides ? Is there yet another dotes upon rib- 
breaking ? Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ? 

Le Beaw. You must, if you stay here ; for here is 
the place appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready 
to perform it. 

Cel Yonder, sure, they are cominv. Let us now 
stay and see it. [^Flourish. — All retire^ ft* 

Enter Duke Frederick, Eustace, Louis, Orlanho, 
Charles, and Attendants, l. 

Fred. Come on : since the youth will not be entreated, 
his own peril on his forwardness. 

Hos, Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. £veD he, madam. 

Cel, Alas, he is too young : yet he looks success- 
fully. 

Duke, (c.) How now, daughter and cousin? are you 
crept hither to »ee the wrestling ? 

Ro8» Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave. 

Duke. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is such odds in the men. [Duke retires to a Stale 
Chair c. qf batk'gr&und.'] In pity of the challenger's 
youth, I would fain dissuade him, but he will not be ens 
treated : speak to him, ladies — see if you can move him. 

€kL Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke. Do so; TU not be by. [SiU. 

Le Reau. Monsieur, the challenger, the princesses 
call for you. 

Orl. (l.) I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Bm. [Rosalind and Celia advance nearer Or- 
lando.] Young man, have you challenged Charles, the 
wrestler ? 

Orl. Xo, fair princess, he is the general challenger ; 
I come biiMn, as others do, to try with him the strength 
of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for 
your years. You have seen cruel proof of this man's 
strength : if you saw yourself with your eyes, or knew 
yourself with your judgment, the fear of your adventure 
would counsel you to a more equal enterprize. We 
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pray yoH« for your own sake, to^embraM yonrevn aafe- 
ty, and give bver tlris attempt. 

Row. Do, yooBg air ; your r^amtion shaU not tfaeffe- 
fotCi be misprised : we will make it our ilaU to* the Diike, 
that the wrestllbg might n6t go forward. ' 

OrL 1 beseech you, puoisn me. not with youp hniti 
-thoughts; wherein,'! confess me much guilty, to deny 
8o fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair 
eyeSj and gentle wishes, go with me to my trial ; where- 
in if I be foiled, there is but one shamed, that was n^v«r 
gracious ; if killed, but one dead, that is wiiUng to be 
so : I shall do my friends no wrong, for I have ttoae to 
lament me— the world, no- injury, for in it I have no- 
thing ; only ii^ the world I fill up a place, which may be 
better supplied, when 1 have made it empty. 

Ros, The little strength that I have, 1 would it were 
with you ! . 

CeL And mine, to eke out h«rs. 

Ros. Fare you well ! *Pray Heaven, I be diHieived tn 
you ! 

Cel, Your heart*s desires be with yoa ! 

Charles. Come, where is this young gallant, that is 
• Bo desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

OH. Ready, sir ; but his will hath in it a iaore nfo- 
dest' working. ' 

Duke. Yon shall try but one fall. 

Chdrtes'. No, {warrant your grace'; you shall Doti en- 
treat him to a second, that have so mightily persuaded 
him from a first. 

Ort. You mean to mock me after ; you should not 
have mocked me before ; but come your ways. 

[Flourish qf Drums aHd TrumpeU n>hile Ihey 
wrestle. Chaulbs is thrown. u 

^Diike. [Advancing to c.l No more, no more. 

Ort. {li.) Yes, I beseech' your grace ; I am not well 
breathed. ' 

Duke. How dost thou, Charles ? ' 

Touch. He cannot speak, my lord; 

Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, young 
Inan? 

Or I. Orlando, my liege : the youngest son of Sir Row 
land de Boys. 

Duke. I would thou hadst been sob to some man else I 
The world esteemed thy fkther honourable, 

b3 



18 AS ffOU UKS IT. ACV4. 

Bat I did find him still mine enemy : 

I would thou liadst told metif another father! 

[Rosi^Livn and Cblia $iand s. — Exit Dukb, tfith 
hii Train, l. ' 

Orl. I am more proud to^be 8tr Rowland's son. 
His youngest son ; — and would not change that callicig'. 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. [Ratirtt kackf u. f • 

Cel, Were I my father, coz, would 1 do thi» t . ! 

Aof. My -father loved Sir Rowland as his soul, . ) 
And all the world was of ray father's mind : / 

Had I before known this young man his soi), 
1 should have given him tears unto entreaties, . 
Ere he should thus have yemured 

Cei. Gentle cousin, r 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him ; . 
My father's r6ugh and envious disposition 
Sticks me atheart.-~Sir, [Orlando advaneeil yoahajw 

well deserved : 
If you do keep your promises in love. 
Bat justly, as you have exceeded all promise. 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

Roi, Gentleman, 

[Giving him a Chain from her Neek, 
■ Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune^ 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks mean$ < 
Shall we go, coz ? 

del. Ay :— Fare you well, fair gentleman ! [Goinsf^ a. 

Orl, Can I not say, I thank you? My better parts . 
Are all thrown down ; and that, which, here stands up. 
Is bat a quaintaine, a mere lifeless block* 

Ros. [GdMi;, R.] He calls us back. IStopf,} My pride 
fell with ray fortunes : 
1^1 ask him what he would. [Retumjinff,'] Did yon call, 

. sir? 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
Mt>rE than your enemies. 

.Cel. (r. s. e.) Will yoa go, cos ? 

Ros. (R.) Have with you. — Fare yoa well I . 

' [Bttunt ttosALii^D and Cblia, s. 

OrL [Advances J c] What passion hangs these weights 
uponmy tongue I 
I cannpt speak to her. yet she urged confier^nce. 
Oh, poor Orlando ! tnou art overthrowi^; 
Or Charl^, or something weaker, maateirs thee. 



j^ 
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MSnier Lb Be4V, l. 

te Btau, (l.) €K>od sir, I do In friendstitp eoan»el 
you 
To leat0 this pt Ace.' Albeit yoti have deserved 
High commendation, true applause, and loye ; 
Yet, Hath is now the dttlce*s condition. 
That he fUisconstnies ali that you have done. 
The d\ik4 is humorous ; — what hels, indeed. 
More suits you to conceive, than me to spealc of. 

OrL (r. c.) ItbanI;; you, Sir; and pray you, tell me 
thiri 
IVhich of the two was daughter of the duke. 
That here was at the wrestling ? ^ 

Le Beau, Neitber'his daughter, if we judge hy man- 
ners; 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish *d duke, 
And here detain*d by her usurping uncle. 
To Iceep his daughter*s company ; whose lo^es 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that, of late, this dulie 
Hath ta*en displeasure 'gainst Iiis gentle niece ; 
Grounded upon no other argument, 
put that thfe people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her, for her good father*s aal^e ; 
Ahd, oh my life, his malice *gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well I 
Hereafter, in a better worlci than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of yoil» 

Ori. 1 rest much bounden. to .you ; fare you well ! 

[Exit Lk Beau, l. 
Thus must T, from the smoke into the smother ; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother : 
But heavenly Rosalind ! [Krif, h» 



SC^NE iy^'-An Apurtment in the Palace. 

Enter Celxa and Rosaund, r. 

CeL (a. c;) Why, cobsiti'; why, Rosalind 5 Cflptd^ 
have mercy !— Not a word ? • V » 1^ 

Rot. (we.) Nottyfte, txrthrotratadbg. ' - . ' * 
CcL No, thy words are too precious to be cast away 
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upon curs ; throw some of tlieijo at me. — ^But is all this 
for your father 1 ■ 

Hot. No ; some of it is (or my father*s child. Ob, 
how fall of briars is this working-day world ! 

Cel, They are but burs, couSiti, thrown upon thee in' 
holiday foolery ; if we walk not it^ the trodden pathSy' 
our Tery petticoatp will catch them. 

Ros, I could shake them off my coat : these burs are 
in my heart. 

CeL Hem l]iem away. 

Ros, I would try ; If I could cry hein, and baye him. 

CeL Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros, Oh, they take the part of a better wrestler thad 
myself. [Crosses to r« 

CeL (l.) Oh, a good wish upon you!— But taming 
these jests out of service, \€t us talk in good earnest : 
is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into 
so strong a liking with old Sir Rowland*^ youngest 
son? 

Ros. The duke, my father, loTed his father dearly. 

CeL Doth it therefore ensue, that you should lo^e his 
son dearly t By this kind oC chase, I should hate hlm« 
for my father hated his father dearly; yet J hate noi 
Orlando. « 

Ros No, Yftith, hate him not, for my sake. 

CeL Why should 1 ? doth he not deserve well ? ^ 

Ros, Let ue love him for that ; and do you love hliQ^ 
because 1 do. 

CeL Ha ! here comes the duke, with his eyes full of 
anger. [Crosses lo Rosalind^ 

Snier Ddkb FasDBRicK, EostIcb, Louis, and ' 

Gbntlbmen, l. 

Fred, (c.) Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
haste. 
And get you from our court ! 

Ros. Me, uncle ? 

Fred, Yon, cousin : 
"Within these ten days, if that thou be'st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 
Thou diest for it I 

Ros. [Advances, kneels,'] I do beseech your graoe^ 
Let me the knowledge of m^' fault bear with me < "' 

If with myself I hold intelligence, 
'Q^r haVe acquaintance with my own desires ; 
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If that I do not dream, or be not frantic 

(As I do trust I am not), then, dear uncle, , 

Never, so much as in a thought unborn, 

Did I offend your highness. 

Fred, Thus do all traitors ; 
If their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself: — 
Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Ro8, Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor. 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Fred, (l, cO Thou art Ihy father's daughter, there's 
enough. 

Ros, [Riting.'i So was I, when your highness took 
his dukedom. • 

So was I, when your highness banished him. 
Treason is notf, inherited, my lord, 
C>r, if we did derive It from our friends. 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor : 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacheroua. " 

Cei. Dear sovereign, hear me speak ! 

[Advances io DuKi. 

Fred. Ay, Gelia ; we but stay*d her for your sake ; 
Else had she with her father ranged along. 

Cel, 1 did not then entreat to have her stay^— 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse. 
If she be a traitor. 

Why, so am I ; we still have- slept together. 
Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together; 
And, whereso'er we went, like Juno's swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Fred, She is too subtle for thee ; and her smoothness. 
Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her : 
Then open not thy lips ; 
Firm, and irrevocable, in my doom 
Which I have pass'd upon her — she is banish *d 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence, then, on me, my liege ^ 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Fred, You are-a fool ! — You, niece, provide yourself ; 
If you outsniy the time, upon mine hobour, . 
And in the greatness of my word, you die ! 

[Exewnt Duke Frederics, S^e.^ l. 

Cel, (r.) O my poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thou go f 
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Wilt thou change ftttliers ?— I ^11 ffire thee mine. 
I charge thee, • be not thou more grieyed than I am. 
Bob. (a.) I have more cause. 
Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 
Pr*ythee, be cheerful : kndw*st thou not, the duKe 
Hath banishM me, his daughter T 
Ras. That he hath not. 

Cel. No ! hathnot? Rosalind lacks then the love, 
Which teacheth me, that thou and I are one. 
Shall we be sunder'd 1 shall we part, sweet girl ? 
Kg ; let my father seek another neir. 
Therefore devise with nie« how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and it bat to bear with us ; 
For, l)y this heaven, now at our sorrow^ pale, ., 

Say what thou canst, I*ll go along with thee ! 
Ro8. Why, whither shall we go ? [Croising to L 
Cel. To seek my uncle, in the forest of Arden. 
Ro8. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ! 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel, I'll put myself in poor and mean attire : 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along. 
And never stir assailants. 
Ros. Were it not better. 
Because that I am more than common tall,- 
That 1 did suit roe all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-axe by my side, 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart. 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We*ll have a swashing and a martial outside. 
As many other mannish cowards have. 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. (l.) What shall 1 call thee, when thou art a 

man? ■ 
Ros, 1*11 have no worse a name than Jove's own page ; 
And, therefore, look you call me Gan)mede. 
But what will you be caird? 

Cel, (l.) Somethiug that hath a reference to my state ; 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros, But, cousin, what if we essay'd to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

Gb/.' He'll go along o'er the wide world with me : 
ticave me alone to woo him : Let*saway, [Crosses tan. 
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And get our jewels uid omr wenltb ti^ether s 
Devise the Attest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit, that will be made 
After my flight. 

Ros. Now, go we in content. 
To liberty, and not to banishment. [Exeuni^ n. 



ACT II. 



SCfiNB h—OHver's House. 

EtUer OaLANDO, u,— Knocks at the Door^ i.. 
OrU Who's 4here,? 

Enter Adam, from Oliver's Bouse* 

Adam,' (l.) What! my young master?— >Oh, my gen- 
tle, master, 
Oh, my sweet ipaster I Oh ! you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland I why, what make you heref 
WTiy are you virtuous? Why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant? 
Why would you be so ^ond to overcome 
The boney priser of the humorous duke? 
Your praise is come uio swiftly home before yov. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men^ 
Their graces. serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master, 
Ar^ Sjsnctified aqd holy traitors to you. 
Oh, whkt a world is this, when, what is oomely. 
Envenoms him that bears it ( 
I Orl, (r. c.) Why, what's the natter? 

Adam. Oh, unhappy yoQth I 
Come not within these doors ; within this roof» 
The etiemy of aU your graces lives : 
^Tour brotn^ [Corner ouiqftks House. 
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Hath heard your piiUMS ; -waA this niifiA^ iM^meana 

To barn the lodging wb«r«) y«a iiae to jite« 

And yott irithiB>i( » if he" (Ail oT tba^ 

lie will have olbctr meaas to cufyoa off : > 

I overiieard him, and his praotices. 

This is no plaoe, jtbk house is but a bi|tcheryt{ ' ■'' t 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orlw Why^^ whither, Adam, would'st thou haTe me 

gol 

Adam, (l. c.) No mailer whither^ so yon «com0 • not 
here. 

Otl. What, would*st thou have me go and beg my 
food? 
Or, with a base and boisterous swordi enfoice 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, or know not what to do : [^<*^' >• 

Yet this I will not do, do how I can : ^Riliims to c. 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother.' ^ 

Adam, But do iM>t so ; I have five huirdred crowns. 
The thrifty hire I saved under your fathec^' 
Which I did store, to be my fo8ter-nurj)e 
When service should In my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age in corners thrjQwn ; 
Take that ; and He, that doth the ravens jTeed, 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow. 
Be comfort to my age I Here is the gold : — 
All this I give you. Let me be your servant : 
Though I look old, yet, t am strong and ltts,ty ; 
For, In my youth, I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious. liquor5 in my blood; ^ 

Nor did not, with unbashful forehead, woo \ ^ . , ^ 

The means of weakness and debility ; ' ...- 

Therefore, my age is as a lusty Winter, 
Frosty, but kindly ;— let me go with you ; * . . ' . / 
rUdo the service of a younger man, "' \ 

In all your business and necessities; 

Orl, Oh, good old man ! how well in thee appeftrit'. .' 
The constant service of the antique world, ^^ 

When service sweat for duty, not for meed i 
Thou art not fdr the fashion of these times. 
Where none will sweat but fbr promotiob ; ' 
And having that, do cloke their service up ' ' , 

Even with the having : it ts not 9o wiVh thto* 
But, poor old man, thoii prun'st a rotten tfee,' 
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That cannoe so in««h as a bloasmn yMd* ■ ' • 

In Hea of all thy pains and hasbandry : 
But, come thy ways, wa'U go aloottof^ther; [fifolagr*.' 
And. ere we have lliy ytnithfal wages speat, » 

We*ll light upon some settted low feoateoti ' [BcHi^ nj 

Adam, Master, go on t and I will follow theipy • • 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. * 

From seventeen years till now, almost fourscora», 

H0re liVftd I, bat ao w live here? no more. 

At seventeen years, many their fortunes seek ; 

Bat attburiocyre i» is too late « we^ : 

Yejt fortune cannot recompense me better. 

Than to die*W«Il« add w/t my maater*s debtor; {Bstit, a. 

< . 

Enter Ddkb, Seni9r^ AuimPr Jaqum. and Two or 
79ire€ l«oju)0, iike Fomsters^ l. 

Ihike. (c.) Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exilc^ 
Hath not old custom made thin life more sweet, 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these ^ocfdi 
More free from peril than the envious court? 
Here feel wfe but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons* difference ; as, the icy fiang. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
Which, when it bites, and blows lipon my body. 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say — 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors, 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, ugly, and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head : 
And this our life, exempt from public haunts 
Finds tongues in trees, nooks in the running brooktf', 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing:, 
I would not change it. 

Amietu. (a.) Happy is your grace. 
That can translate Uie stubbornness of fortune ^ 
Into so quiet, and so sweet a style. 

Duke, Come« shall we go and kill us venison? 
And yet it irks me; the poor dappled fools. 
Being native burghers of this desert city^ 
Should, in their own confines, with forked beads. 
Have their round lianncfaes gored. 
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Jaquet. (l.) Indeed, my lord, 
I have often yrieTed at that; 
And, in tbat kind ttiink yon do more nsvrp. 
Than doth your brother, that hath banish d you. 
To-day, my Lord of Amiens, and myseii^ 
Did steal 

Behind an oak, whose antique root peeps o«t 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ; ~^ 
To the which place a poor seqnester'd stag. 
That from the banter's aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, ray lord, 
Th*e wretched animal liea?ed forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Alniost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Coursed one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase ; and thus, the hairy fool 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke. But what said vou t 
Did you not moralize this spectacle ? 

JtaqueB, O, yes, into a thousand similies. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth I, thou makest a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that, which had too much : — ^Then, being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends ;— • 
*Tis right, quoth I ; thus, misery doth part 
The flu^ of companjr >-*Auon, a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 
And never stays to greet him ; — Ay, quoth I, 
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
*Tis just the fashion : wherefore do yon look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus pierced I through 
The bodv of the country, city, court, 
Yea» and of this our life ; for we, my lord. 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse. 
To fright theianintals, and to kill them up. 
In their assigned and native dwelling place* 

Duke. Show me the place ; 
I love to cope you in these sullen fits, 
For then you're full of matter. 

JojfiMi. I'll bring you to it straight. IBxemU, u 
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SCENE til.— ^ Room in the Palace. 

Pilfer DuKB Frsderick, Eustace, Louis, and 

Gentlbmbn, r. 

Fred, (c.) Can it be possible, that no m^ saw tbemf 
It cannot be ; some Yillains of my court « 

Are of consent and sufferance in this. ^ 

1 Ge^t, (r.) I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed ; ana, in the noming early. 
They found the bed untreasored of their mistress. 

9 Gent, (l.) My lord, the roynish clown, at whom no 
oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess* gentlewoman. 
Confesses, that she secretly o*erheard 
Your daughter, and ber cousin, much cotnmend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler,' 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she belicYes, wherever they are gone. 
That youth is surely in their company. 

Fred, Send to his brother : fetch that gallant hither ; 

[Ej;i£ second Gbntlbhan, L. 
I'll make him find him—do this suddenly ; 
And let not search and intiuisition quail. 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt^ R. 

SCENE IW.—The Forest. 

Enter Jaqubs, Amiens, and Three other Lords, l. 

Jaquee, (c.) More, more ; I pr'ythee more. 

Amiens, (l.) It will make you melancholy, Jaques. 

Jaqfwes. I thank ft ; I do love it better than laughing. 

Amiens, Those, that are in the extremity of either, j^ 
are abominable fellows, and betray themselves to every 
modem censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaquee, I have neither the scholar's melancholy, 
which is' emulation ; nor the musician's, which is fan- 
tastical ; nor the courtier's, which Is proud ; nor the 
soldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer*s, which 
is politic ; nor the lady's, which is nice ; nor tiie lover's, 
wmch is all these; but it is a melancholy of mine own, 
eompoiinded of many simples; extracted from many ob- 

c 2 
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ieets ; and indeed the sundry contemplaiion of ray travels, 
in which my after rumination wraps me, is a most ha- 
uorous sadness. — ^Sing, I pr*ythee sing. 

Amiens. My voice is rugged : I know I cannot please 
you. 

Jaques. I do not desire you to please me, I desire you 
to sing.— I can suck melancholy out of a song, as a 
weasel can suck eggs. Come, warble, warble. 

SONG— Amieks. 

Under, the greenwood tree, 
Wlio loves to lie with me. 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird*s throat. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall ye. see 

No enemy. 
But winter and rough wither 

Who doth ambition shra. 
And loves to live i* the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats. 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall be see 

No enemy. 
But winter and rough weather. 

Juques. 1*11 go sleep, if lean; if I cannot, 1*11 rail 
against all the first-born of Egypt. [Exit^ i.. 

Amiens. And we'll go seek the Duke : his banquet is 
prepared. [Exeunt, R. 



SCENE v.— TAe Foi-est qfArden. 

Enter Rosalind, in Boy*s Clothes^ for Ganymede; 
Cblia, dressed like a Shepherdess, and Touch- 
stone, l. u. e. 

Bos. (r. c.^ O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch, (c.) 1 care not for my spirits, if my legs were 
not weary. 

Ros. 1 could find in my heart to disgrace my roan's 
apparel, and cry like a woman : but I must comfort the 
weaker vessel, as doublet and bote ought to show it* 
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8«lf «(MIMitMiii «» ]^«ttleoat ; tWefdre, courage, good. 

Cel, (l.) I pray yon, bear^ith me ; I cas go no fur-' 
tbei'. • 

Touch, For my part, I had rather bear with, you, than- 
htfar you ; yet t should hear no crosft. If I did msar you ;. 
fox- 1 thirtk you have no money in your purse. 

Ro9. Well, this ^ the forest of Arden. 

Touch, Ay, now I am in Arden : the more fopl I ; 
when I was at liome, f was in a better place ; but tra- 
Tellers must be content, 

Ro8, Ay, be so, good Touchstone. — Look you, who> 
comes here ; a young man, and an old, in solemn 
talk. [AU three retire up the i., side of the stage, 

BnitrCovLiv and STi.yiv», r, 

Corin, (l, c.) That is the way to make Eer scorn you 
still. ^ ^ - • ^ • 

S]flv, (r. c.) O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love 
herl » 

Corin, I partly guesa; for I ha^e loved erenow. 

Sjflv, No, Corin, being old, tlwa caasl -not f^uess ; 
Though in thy youlb thou wast as true a lover - 
As oyer sigh*d upon a midnight pillow ; 
But if thy love were ever like to mine 
(As sure 1 think did never man love to) 
How many actions most ridiculous . 
Hast tboa been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Corin. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

Sylv. O, thou didst then never love so heartily ; 
K thou remember*8t not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into. 
Thou hast not loved : 
Or if thou hast not talkM as I do now, 
Wearying thy hearef in thy mJUtress* praise. 
Thou hast not loved : ' . 

Or if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not loved.— Oh, Phoebe, Phoebe, Phoebe 1 

[Exeunt Corin and Sylvius, r. 

Ros. (l.) Alas, poor shepherd I searching of thy wound^ . 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

[AU three advance* 
Toweh. (c.) And I mine; I remember, when I was in 

c 3 
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Uv^ I kfok^ my jword upon a stone, and bidJbim.take 
that for coming o'nights to Jane Smile ; ,and I remember 
the tci^ipg «t^ir.batl«t, and the cpw> dugs that her 
pretty chopped hatids had milked ; and I remember the 
wooing of a peascod instead of hor, from ^hom I tppli 
two cods, and giving them her again, said with weepfiig 
tears, •* Wear these for my saHe," We, that are.tfui^ 
lovers, mn Into strange capers ; but as all is mortal, ia 
nature, so is all nature in love mortal U^ folly. 
Ro9. (l. c.) Thou speak*st wiser than jlhou art 'wan^ 
of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er b9 aware of mine -own wit^ 
till I break my shins against it. 

Cel, («. c.) I pray you, one of you question yon man. 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holloa f you down ! ' ' 

Roi Peace, fpol I .he's. not thy kijjsman. 

. . £:nUr GoB^K, r. 

Cortn. («.) Who calls t 
Touch, (l.) Your betters, sjr: ' 

Covin. Else they are very wretched. ' ' 
Rot. Peace, I say : Good eveti to you, friend. 
Corin. And to you, gentle sir, ahd to you all. ' 
_ ■ . _ , ITovdtsronn retvres to CBxiA.n. 
Rm. fc.) I pr ythee, shepherd, if Ih^t love, or gold. 
Can in this desert place buy entertain ment, ' 
Brin^ us where we may rest ourselties atid ffed : 
Here's a yoting irtaid, With travel muth rippress'd, 
Andfiftints'fbt sttctfour. - 

Corin. (ft.) Fair sir, I pity h^r; 
And wish, for her sojcemor^ than for nrfne owrt, '' 

My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 

But Iam>hepherdto"anotherTnan, » 

And do not shearthe ileeces that 1 grazi ; 

My waster is of lihurflsh disposttionT 

And little recks to find the way to heaven 

fiy doing ddeds of ivMpitalttf : ^ . . ' 

Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed 

Are now on sale, and at our sheep-cote now. 

By reasdtt nf his abseoee, there) Is tt6th4itg ' * 

That you will feed on ; but wbatJs^ come see. 

And ittmy ^oice m6st welcoiaeshaU you "b^, 
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• B69» What H he, that »h«U buy hb Hoclr and jiafi^ 

" ture ? 

€oHn» That yomig sw«iti, that you saw hen ere* 
while, 
If Hat little earea for httyliig any thing. 

It4i, I pray th^, if it stand with honesty^ 
Bq^ th(m the o^yttage, pasture, and th^ flock, ' 
And thott Shalt have to pay fot it «r us. ' 

Corin, AssarMlylhe thing ia t^ be nM! 
G6 %it!iin^ ; 'If y^ Itlie,' upon repo¥t; • 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I Will y«u^ ter^fafthfdl fISeder be, - « 

And buy it with your gold right aaddenly. 

SCENE Vl.^Another pari of the Foreut, 

Pilfer Orlindo aful Adam, L.' 

Adam, (l.) Dear mastisr, 1 can go no further : O, I 
die for food ! Here lie I down, and Measure out vy 
grave. Farewell, kindipaster. 

Orl, Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart In thee t 
Live a little; comfort a little ; cheer thyself a Httle i if 
this uncouth forest yield any thing savage, I will either 
be food ^r it, ov bring It for food to thee. Thy con- 
ceit is near^ death than thy powers. Fot mj? Mice be 
comfortable ; hold death a while at the. arm*s end :. i 
will be here with thee presently ; and if I l>ring thae 
not something to eat, 1*11 give thee .leave to die : bat if 
thou diest before I come, thou art. a mocker of my ]a« 
bour. Well said ! thou look'st cheerly ; aind 1*11 be 
with thee quickly* Yet thou liest in..the.bieak airs 
come, I will bear thee to some shelter,; {lifUng kirn 
upl and thou shalt noit die for lack .of a dinner, if th«<^ 
live any thing in this desert.. Cl^eri^, good Adi^ip, ,\ 

{BeariM0 him a^t^t^if^ i^.,.#<s^ii«,f^i»S^ 

• / 
SCENE \ih— Another juvrt f^f ih£ ¥<Mmt**^4 Takti 

Enter Dui^;^Mpr4, AmibhHv aitei;to«Ba^ b«- ; i 

Duke. (6.) lihM he^ Is trknsforhi*a into a beakt i ' 
ForlcannowheretodhtrtiHkeamJte.' "^ ' 
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iLord. (n,) My lord, hfe is but «twi Hour ^'foie 
hence ; ' ' 

Hefft was he theity hear Itig of a wtig. ' 

ZJuifce. If he^ coiBpact of jars, grow musical,' 
We shall have shortly dUcord iri the spheres :— ' T 

Go, seek hia ; tbll him t would speak with him^ 

]Pnter Jaqcbs, l. 

i Lord. He saves my labour, by bis. own approach. 

Duke. Why,. bow now, monsieur ! what a life is tbi^^* 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? ^ 
What, you look merrily. _ . ., 

Jaq»e9^ (fc.) A fool, a fool I 1 met a fool i* tW fo- 
rest, 

A motley fool — ^a miserable world! \,.. 

As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 

Who laid him down, and b^sk^d him i;i tbe sun, . ,. ^ 

And raird oh lady Fortune in good terms,' \ , " 

In good set terms-^nd yet a motley fool. • ,. 

" Good-morrow, foi)l,** quotl) I : " Nq, sir,** quj^X]i lifl^ 

'' Gall me not fool, till Heaven hatb sent.me fprtufie ;\^ 

And then he drew a dial from bis puke ; 

And Idoking on it with lack-lustre eye^ 

Says, very wisely, " It is ten o'clock : . , 

Thus may we see," quoth be, "how the world wag^: 

'Tis but an hour ago, since it was, i^ine ; 

And after one hour more, Hwill be eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe. 

And then, from hour to hour, we rot, and rot. 

And thereby bangs a tale." When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time, , ,, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 

That fools should be so deep contemplative ; , . , » 

And I did IiEiugb, sans intermission, 

An hour by his. dial. — O noble fool ! ,ii 

A' worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear. 

lAH retire to the tablti. 

Enter Orlando, tvith his sword drawUy l. 

OrL (L.)Forbear, and eat no more ! 
Ja^ue*. Why, I have eat none' yet. 
Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be served. 
■ ^daquet^ Of what kind should this cock come of^ 
^uke. [Coming forward."] Art thou thus bolden*d, 
man, by thy distress ; 
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Or else a rade despiaer of ^ood maimers, 
That In civility thou seem'st so empty ? 

OrL Yoo toQch'd my vein at first ; the thorny poia 
Of bare distress hath ta*en from me the show 
Of smooth civility ; yet am I in-Iand bred. 
And know some nurture : but forbear, I say. 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Tili I and my affairs are answered. 

Duke, (r. c.) What would yottliaref Your gentle- 
ness shall force, ' 
Mor^e than your force move us to gentleness. 

OH, (l. c.) 1 almost die for food, and let me have it. 

Duke. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table. 

Orl, Spealc you so gently ? Pardon me, 1 pray you ; 
I thought, that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore pu4 1 on the eountenanee 
Of stern commandment: but whate'er yo« are. 
That in this desert inaccessible, 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglecf the creeping honrs of time : 
If ever you have lookM on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoird to church ; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eyelids wiped a tear, ' 

And know what ^tis to pity and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke, True is it, that we have seen better days, 
4nd have with holy bell been knoUM to church ; 
And sat at good men*s feasts ; and wiped our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender *d : 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness. 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be minister'd. 

Orl, Then but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn. 
And give it food. There is an old poor roan. 
Who after me hath many a weary step' 
LimpM in pure love ; till he be first sufllced- 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger — 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke, Go find him out. 
And we will nothing waste till your return. 
Orl, I thank ye ; and be bles8*d for your good com- 
fort! lBxU,h, 
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DMke. (c.) Thou see'st, we ue not allaldiM anhappy t 
This wide and nniTersal tlieatre 
Presents more woefal pageants than the scene 
Wherein w« play in. 

JaqueB. (l. c;) All the world's a stage, 
And all the men and women merely.players : 
They have their exits, and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts. 
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant^ 
Mewling and pulcing in the nurse*s arms ; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel. 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school : And then, the Ibver ; • 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
■ Made to his mistress* eye-brow: Tlien, a soldier 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the bard. 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth : And then, the justice ; 
In fair round belly, with good capon lined. 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 
Full of wise saws and modem instances, 
And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipperM pantaloon ; 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 
His youthful hose well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice^ 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles In his sound : Last scene of all. 
That ends this strange eventful history. 
Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing 

[All reUre io UMe 

Snier Orlando and Adam, l, 

Duke. Welcome : set down your venerably burden. 
And let him feed. 

OrL I thank you most for him. 

Adam, So had you need : 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke. Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes : — - 
dive us some music ; and, good cousin, sing. 

' [AuiENs (u/vcrnccf, e. 
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SONQ.— Amiens. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thott art not so unkind 

As man's ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth U not so Iteen, 
Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath be nule. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky* . . 

That dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot ; 
Though" thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remember'd not 

lh^e» [Comet forfvard^'i If that you were the good 
Sir Rowland's son*— 
As you have whisper'd faithfully you were ; 
And as^ine eye doth his effigies witness. 
Most truly limn'd, and living in your face- 
Be truly welcome hither ; I am the duke. 
That loTed your ftitber : the residue of your fortUM, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man. 
Thou art right welcome, as thy master is ;•— 
Support him by the arm.— Give me your hand, 
'And lei dM all your fortunes imdarstaiAl* lExewUj i». 
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ACT HI. 

8CBNE h^The Palace. 

EnUr DuKB Frederick, Eustace, Louts, Outer, 

and Obntlembn, l. 

Fred, (r.) Not see him since? Sir, sir, that cannot 
be: 
Bat were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present : Bat IooIl to it ; 
Find out thy biother, wKeresoe*er he is ; 
Bring him dead or IKiug, 
Within this twelYemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seels a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine^ 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands ; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother*s mouth. 
Of what we think against thee. 

Oliv, (l.) OB, that your HighQe«9 knew my }m^n In 
this! 
I never loved my brother in my life. 

Fred, More villain thou. Well, push him out of 
doors : 
And let my of&cers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house -and lands : 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. 

[£xei(ft<~FRBDBRicK, B., Othen, l. 

SCENE II.— TAtf Fwewt, 
Enter Orlando, wUhapaper, l. u. b. 

Orl, Hang there, my verse, in witness of my lore 
And thou, thrice-erowoed queen oC night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above 
Thy huntress* name, that my full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books, 
, And on their barks my thoughts I'll character ; 
That ev^ry eye, which in this forest looks. 
Shall see thy virtue witness'd every where. 
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Run, ran, Orlando ; ^»rTe on eTery tree. 

The fair, the chaste, and vnezpressive she. [ExU^ r. 

Enter Gokin and Touchstone} r. 

Ccrin. (r.) ARd how Uk^ fovi this shepherd's life. 
Master Touchstone ? . ^ - 

Touch, (h, c.) Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself. 
It is a 900a life; but in ri^speet IhAI-lt'^s a shepherd's 
life, it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, I lilie 
it r-wry veil ; but ia respifct that it ts^prif aQ, ft is a 
very vile life. Now in lespeei it- is in the fields, it 

fileaseth•^le well ; but in respect it is not in the coprt, 
t Mt^dKMn. As if is a ispar«tf fd; look' yoo, |t fits my 
humour well ; but as there is no more plenty in it, it 

?roes much agRMsrt my stomiMch. 'Hast 'aii5' ]phfidSo|)h|y- 
n thee, shepherd t 

Covin, No- more, bUt that l^kft'dw, the 'mofe one 
sickens, the worse at eaS^'hels^ and that he, that wants 
money, means, and content, is without three good 
friends s^^Tlmt the property of rain IS to Wet, and fire 
to burn : That good pasture makes fat sheep ■; and that 
ft great i^aase of the night, is the lack of the sun : Th^t 
he, that hath learned no wit by nature nor art, maV 
complaffn of 'good breeding, or comes of a Tery dull 
kindred. 

Touch. SRehaone is a natural philosopher. Wast 
ever in court, shepherd 7 

Covin: No, truly- 

Touch, Then thou art dattmed. 

Covin. Nay, I hope 

Touch. Truly, thou art daiuntd ; like an 111-rtiasted 
egg, all on one side. ^ ^ 

Covin. For not beiAg at <^urt? Y6«r reason: * 

Tou^. Why, if thou nexer wast at court, thou never 
saw*st good manners : if thou never saw*st good man- 
ners, then thy om a ier s a^ist-bfe^vnibketf y and wickedness 
is sin, and sin is damnation : Thou art in a parlous state, 
Shepherdi ^ • '••- i f .- ■». '^ *>' .^ . 

Cor^f ^f4 ' a uvhtt, TVm ubsWHi e t- *V a» thie la- 
bourer 4<.ltMmtbat I'^ati 9»t?that Iwear ^oweAo man 
hate, eni(yi.iio«nifui*s^Jiapfia88s; giad el<'otbcv ibeil'^ 
good, ^c9»N!i4l'«!}th Riy bRnn;3«ul tbe grastest .oC'itiy 
pride is, to s«»>4Ry fitwfmt 0taRe,.aRil mf lambs aaeki^ ' 

Touch, 4«l}bRi40'»ilotber«iHi|^i»'ah^ iin«||^otttt^tO' Wi% 
the ewes and^clksss ^ofother,' RBti'to loffer te -get jfow 
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liTing b^ the cepalatlon of otttl« ; to be bawd to a bell 
veather ; and to betray a sb« lamb of a twelTemonth to 
a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all reason- 
able matcb. If then be*st not damned for this, the devil 
himself will have m^ ^^bepherds ; I caonot see else how 
thou sbould*st *Bcape. 

Covin. Hero comes young Mr. Ganymede, my new 
mistress's brother. [Betire^ l. 

Enter Rosalind, l. u. e., taking a paper from a 
tree, and reading. 

From the e^st to the western Inde, 
Nq jewel is like Rosalind. 

[TokJOBSTONE advaneety ■• 
Her wortbt being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
All the pictures, fairest limn*d. 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept in mind, 
But the face of Rosalind. 

Touch, [Crosses to l.] Til rhyme you so, eight years 
together ; dinners, and suppers, and sleeping hour^ ex- 
cepted : it is the right butter- woman's rate to market. 

Ros. (R.) Out, fool * 

2'ouck' For a taste :— — 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat will after kind, 

So, be sure, will Rosalind 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind ; 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

They that reap, ^ust sheaf and bind ; 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses : Why do you 
infect yourself with them ? 

Ros, Peace, you dull fool ; I found them on a tree. 

Touchy Truly, the tree yields, bad fruit. 

[XoucHSTONE retires, a. 

Enter Celia, with a Writing, l. 

Ros, Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading ! stand aside. - 

'Retires, m. 



SCENE II. i^8 ^«" ^«* *^- ^ 

C*L (L. c.) Why should thii • dejert be 1 

ForitUniipttopled? No; 
Tonifues IMl hang on e¥«ry tree. 

That shall cItU sayirtffs fhow. 
Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 
That the stretching of a span 

Backles in his suril of age* 
Some, of violated voWs , ^ . t 

'Twixt the souls of frwjnd and friend; 
But upon the fairest boughs, 

Or at every sentence end, 
Will I Rosalinda write ; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
This quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in a liUte jhow. 
Therefore HcaTen nature charged, 

That one body should be fill d 
With all graces wide enlarced : 

Nature presently distill d 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart ; 

Cleopatra's majesty : 
Atalania's belter part ; 

ISad Lucrctia's modesty. 
Thus.Rosalind, of many parts 

By Heavenly synod was d<f V- J^.,,^ 
[Rosalind advanees behind CRLIA. 
Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches dearest P"2ed. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should 

h&ve 
And 1 to live and die her slave. . 

»^. n mftjit irentle Jupiter I— what tedious homily 
oAlye ?aVe youCAei /our p.rUhioner. withal, and 
nUnr cried »' Have patience, good people I 
° IS. N^ now! -Sick. WeSd.! Shepherd, go off a 
lUtiA —Go with him, sirrah. . , 

" r^* Come, shephert,let ««t«*» *«»»r{riA 
retreat ; though not with hag and baggage, yet wmb 

scrip »««» ««'^PP»«f-jj,^^ CORiK and Touchstoue, l. 

r,i tt. c\ Didst thou hear these verses ? 

at U c) Oh, yeo. I he«'d them all, and more too ; 
for s"me of AeM lithem more ^eet than the v«e« 

would bear. 

D 2 
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CeL But didst fhou hear, without wondering, how 
thy name should be htnged and carved upon these trees ? 

Rot. 1 was seven of the nine days out of wonder, be- 
fore yon came ; for IooIl here what I found on a palin* 
tree. 

CeL Trow you who hath done this 7 

Rot, Is it a man ? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck : change you colour 7 

Rot. I pr ythee, who ? 

CeL O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends to 
iieet ; but mountains may be removed with earthqualies, 
and so encounter. 

Rot. Nay, but who is it? Nay, I pr*ythee now, with 
Aiost petitionary vehemence, tell me who it is ? 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
Wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out 
of all whooping! 

Roe. Good my completion ! dost thou think, though 
I am caparisoned like a man, I have a doublet and hose 
in my disposition? ■ What manner of man ? Is hishead 
worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Rot. Why, God will send more, if the man will be 
thankful : let' me stay the growth of his beard, if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cet. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the wrest- 
ler's heels, and your heart, both in an instant. 

Rot. Nay, but the devil take mocking. 

Cef. rfaith, eoz, *tis he. 

Rot. Orlando? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Rot. Alas the day ! what shall I do wilh my doublet 
and hose ? What did he, when thou saw'st him ? What 
said he ? How looked he ? Wherein went he ? What 
makes he here ? Did be ask for me ? Where remains 
he ? How parted he with thee ? and when shalt thou 
see him again ? Answer me in one word. 

CeL Ttiou must borrow me Garagantua's . mouth 
first: Hfs a word too great for any mouth of this age*s 
size: To say^ ay, and no, to these particulars, is more 
than to answer in a catechism. 

Rot. But doth he know that I am in this forest, and 
in man*s apparel ? Looks he as freshy as he did tl^a 
day he wrestled? 
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CeU It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve the 

Eroposltions of a lover : — bat take a taste of my findiof 
im, and relish it with good observance. I found him 
under an oak tree, like a dropped acorn. 

ife«., It may vrell be called Joye*8 tree, when it drops 
forth such fruit. y- 

Cel. There lay he, stretched along, like a wounded 
knight. He was furnished like a hunter. 

Mos, Oh, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

CeL I would sing my song without a burden : thott 
bring*st me out of tuhe. 

Sos. po you not know I am a woman t when I think, 
I roust speak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Jaqubs cOid Orlando, l. 

Cef» You bring me out: — Soft, comes he not here? • 

Ro», 'Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

[Oelia ana Rosalind retire back on R. 

Jaqiies, (r.c.) 1 thank you for your company; but, 
good faith, 1 had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl, (l. c.) And so had 1 ; but yet, for fashion sake^ 
i thank you too for your society. 

Jaquegf Heaven be with you 1 let's meet as little ai^ 
we can, ' 

OrL I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jaques, I pray you, mar no more trees, with writing 
love-songs on their, barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses, with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

JaqueM. Rosalind is your love's name ? 

Orl, Yes, just. 

Jaguet, I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, wheR 
she was christened* 

Jaqueg. What stature is she of? 

Orl» Just as high as my heart. 

Jaques. You are full of pretty answers : Have yoil 
not been acquainted with goTdsmiths' wives, and conned 
them out of rings ?— Will you sit down with me ? and we 
two will rail against our mistresses, the world, and all our 
misery. 

Orl, I will chide no breather in the world, but myself, 
against whom 1 know most faults. 

Jaquei. The worst' fault you have is, to be in love. 

d3 
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. OrL 'Tis a fautt I would not change for yonr best 
TU'tue. I SID weary of you. 

Jaques, By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when 
I found you. 

. OrL He is drowned in the brook ; look bnt in, and 
yott shAll see him. 

Jaques. There I shall see mine owa figure. 

OH, Which 1 take to be either a fool, or a cipher. 

Jaguff. ru tarry no longer with yon : farewi*ll, good 
Signior Love ! [Bxit^ a. 

OrL I'm glad of your departure: adieu, good Mon* 
sieur Melancholy ! 

[ RosALi ND . eomtfs ybnparrf. 

Rot. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, and 
under that habit play the knaTe with him. [a. c] Do 
you hear, forester ? 

OrL (l. c.) Very well ; what would you t 
. RoK, I pray you, what isH a clock ? 

Orl^ You should ask me, what time o* day ; there's 
no clock in the forest. 

RoR, Then there is no true lover in the forest ; else 
sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, would 
detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock. 

OrL And why not the swift foot of time 1 had not 
that been as proper ? 

Ros, By no means, sir : Time travels in dWers paces 
with divers persons: 1*11 tell you who time ambles 
withal, who time trots withal, who' time gallops withal, 
and who he stands still withal. 

OrL I pr*ythee, whom doth he trot withal ? 

Ro8. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid be- 
tween the contract of her marriage and the day it is 
solemnised ; if the interim be but a se*nnight, time*s 
pace is so* hard, that it seems the length of seven years. 

OrL Who ambles time withal ? 

Ro». With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man 
thai bath not the gout ;. for the one sleeps easily because 
he cannot study, and the other lives merrily because ha 
feels no pain. These time ambles withal. 

OrL Whom doth he gallop withal 7 

Rbs. With a thief to the gallows ; for, though he go 
as softly as foot can fall, he thinks bimsekf too soon 
there; 

Qrl, Who stays it withal ? 

Rot, With lawyers in the vacation; for they sleep 
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between tern and term, and tlMB fhey pere^ite aor how 
time moYes. [Celia adva%ctit, 

' OrL Whara dwell you, pretty yottth t 

Aof. With this shepherdess, roy sister ; here, in the 
skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

OrL Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase in so remoTed a dwelling. 
. ito#« I haTe been told so of many ; but, indeed, an 
old religions uncle of mine taught me to speak, who 
was, in his youth, an inland man ; one that knew court- 
ahip too well, for there he fell in lof e. I Iwve heard 
him read many lectures against it ; and I thank heaven 
I am not a woman to be touched with so many giddy 
ipffences, as he hath generally taxed their whole sex 
withal. 

- Orl, Can you remember any of the principal evils 
that he laid to the charge of women ? 
• Ros» They were none principal ; they were alt like 
one another, as lialf pence are: every one fault seeming 
monstrous, till his fellow fault came to match it. 
. OrL I pr*ythee, recount some of them. 

Roi. No; I will not cast away my physic but on 
those that are sick. [Cblia reiiret up tie Stage*"] Ttiere 
is a man haunts the forest that abuses our young plants 
with carving Rosalind on their barks ; hangs odes up^n 
hawthorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, 
deifying the name of Rosalind. If 1 could meet that 
fancy-monger, I would give him some good counsel, 
for he seems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 
■ OrL I am he that is so love-shaked ; 1 pray you tell 
me your remedy. 

Ro«. There is none of my uncle*s marks upon you : 
be taught me how to know a man in love; in which 
cage of rushes, 1 am sure, yon are not prisoner. 

OrL What were his marks ? 

Mom, a lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue eye, 
and sunken; which you have not: an unquestionable 
spirit ; which yon have not i a beard neglected ; which 
yon have not !-*«but I pardon yon for that ; for, simply, 
your having no beard is a younger brother's revenue.— 
Then your hose should be ungartered, your bonnet un« 
banded, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and 
every thing about you demonstrating a careless desola- 
tion. But you are no such man; you are rather point- 
device in your accoutrements ; as loving yourself than 
seeming the lover of any other. 
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Orf. Fdr youth, I woald I could makd th«c believe I 
love I 

Rot. Me belieTO it !: ydu maf as «oeil rtmke her that 
you love believe it; which, I warrtint, she is apter to 
do than to cotife»9 she does ; that is one of the potdta^ 
in the which women still give the lie to their coo- 
sciences. — But, in good sooth, are you he that hang^ 
the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind 14 so ad- 
mired? 

OrL I swear to thee, youth, by the White hand of 
Rosalind, 1 aih that he, that unfortunate he. 

Hot. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
spealc ? 

OrL Neither rhjrme nor reason can express how much. 

Rot. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you, de- 
serves as well |L daric house and a whip as madmen do : 
and the reason why they are not so punished and cured 
is, that the lunacy is so hrdinary, that the whippers are 
in love too ; yet I profess curiqg it by counsel. 

Orl, Did you ever cure any so 1 

Rob, Yes, one ; and in this manner. He wai to ima- 
gine me his love, his mistress, and I set him every day 
to woo me : At which time would 1, being but a moonish 
youth, grieve, be effeminate—changeable, longing, and 
liking; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, inconstant, 
full of tears— full of smiles ; for every passion, some* 
thing, and for no passion, truly, any thing, as boys and 
women are, for the most part, cattle of this colour: 
would now lilcehim, now loath him ; then entertain him,- 
then forswear him ; now weep for him, then spit at him ; 
that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of love, to* 
a living humour of madness ; which was, to forswear 
the fall stream of the world, and to live In a taook, 
merely monastic : And thus I cured him ; and this wiiy- 
will I take upon me to wash your liver as clear as a 
sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be one spot of 
love in*t. 

Orl. I would not be cured, youth. 

Bob. I' would cure you, if you would but call ntte Ro« 
salind, and Come ev«ry day to my cote and woo me. 

OrL NoW, by the faith of my love, I will : tell me 
where it is. 

Roi. Oo with roe to it, and I will show it you ; and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest yon 
live : will you go ? [Cblia advancti,' 

OrL With all my heart, good youth. 
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, Rm, 'StLjyjMiy, yott must cftU me Rosalind: Coi|i9, 
sister, will you go ? [Exeunt, n. 

EnUr Touchstone mud Audkrt, r. 

Touch, (l.) Come apace, good Audrey ; t will fetcli 
up your goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? Am I the 
. man yet? doth my simple feature content you ? 

And, (r. c.) Your features ? Lord warrant us ! what 
features ? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the most 
capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Ooths.. 
When a man*s verses cannot be understood, nor a man's 
good wit seconded with the forward child, understand 
ing, it strikes a roan more dead than a great reckoning in 
a little room : Truly, I would the gods had made thee 
poetical ! 

And, I do not know what poetical is : Is it honest in 
deed and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch, No. truly ; for the truest poetry is the most 
feigning : and lovers are given to poetry , and, what 
they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, they do 
feign. 

Aud. And do yo« wish, then, that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly ; for thou 8wear*st to me thou art 
honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, 1 might have some 
hope that thou didst feign. 
Aud, Would you not have me honest ? 
Tovich. No. truly, unless thou wert hard-favoured : 
for honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce 
to sugar. 

Aud, Well, I am not fair; and, therefore, I pray the 
gods, make me honest ! 

Touch, Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul 
slut, were to put good meat into an unclean dish. 

Aud. I am not a slut, though, I thank the gods, I am 
foul. 

Touch, Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness ! 
slattishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may be, 
I will marry thee ; and, to that end, I have been with 
Sir Oliver Mar'text, the vicar of the next village, who 
hath promised to meet me in this place of the forest, and 
to couple us. 

AuiL Well, tlie gods give us joy ! 

\^Capcrs clumsily up (he Stage, 
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Timeh. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful 
heart, stagger in this attempt : for here we have no tern* 
pie but the wood, no assembly bat horn-beasts. But 
what though 7 Courage ! as horns are odious, they are 
necessary. It is said many a man knows no end of his 
goods : right ; many a man has good horns, and knows 
no end of them. Y|fell, that is the dowry of his wife ; 
*tis none of his own getting. Horns ? Even so : — Poor 
men alone ? — ^No, no ; the noblest deer has them as huge 
as the rascal. Is the singl e man therefore blessed ? No ^ 
as a walled town is more worthier than a village, so is 
the forehead of a married man more honourable than the 
bare brow of a bachelor. 

Gome, sweet Audrey ; 

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 

Exeunty w 



ACT IV. 

SCENE h—Tke Forest. 

Enter Rosalind and Cblia, r. 

Rog. (l. r.) Never tails to me : I will weep. 

Cel. (a. c.^ Do, I pr*ythee ; but yet have the grace 
to consider that tears do not become a man. 

Ros, But have I not cause to weep ? 

CeL As good cause as one would desire ; therefore 
weep, 

Rtfg. But why did he swear he would come this mom* 
ing, and comes not ? 

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ro8* Not true in lo?e ? 

Cel, Yes, when he is in ; but I think he is not in. 

Ros, Yon have heard him swear downright he was. 
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Cd, What 18 not is : besides, tbe omth of a loTer is no 
stronger than the word of a tapster ; they are both the 
confirmers of false reckonings : Ho attends' here, in the 
forest, opon the duke, your father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much question 
with him ; he asked me of vhat parentage I was ; I toid 
him of is good as he : so he laughed, and let me go. 
But what talk we of fathers, when there is sueh a man as 
OrMdo ? 

Cel. Oh, that's a brave man ! he writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks 
them bravely: but all's brave that youth mounts and 
folly guides : — Who comes here? 

Enter Corin, l. 

Corin, (l.) Mistress and roaster, yon have oft in- 
quired 
After the shepherd that complainM of love ; 
Whom you saw sitting by me on the turf. 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel, Well, and what of him? 

Corin, If you will see a pageant truly playM 
Between the pale complexion of true love - 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 

Rot. (c.) O, come, let us remove ; 
The sight of .lovers feedeth those in love :— 
Bring us but to this sight, and you shall say 
I'll prove a busy actor in their play. lExeuni^ h> 

SCENE Ih—Another Pari of the ForeU. 

Enter Pbcebb a$id Stlyius, b. 

Sylv, fn,) Sweet Phoebe, do not scorn me :— do not, 
Phoebe : 
Say that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bitterness : the common executioner, 
Whose heart the accustom'd sight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 
But first begs pardon : Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 
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Enter Rosalind, Cblia, and Corim, l. u. e. 

' Phwbe, I would not be thy ezcenttoner ; 

I fly thee, for I would not injare thee. 

Thob telt'stme there is manl^r in mine eyes; 

Now do f frown on thee with all my heart ; 

And if min^ eyes can wound, now let them kill thee. 

.iSy/v. O, dear Phttbe, 
If ever, as that ever may be near. 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy. 
Then shall you know the wounds, iBvisible, 
That love*s keen, arrows make. 

Pkabe, But, till that time, 
Gome not thou near me : and when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity roe not ; 
As,, till that time. I shall not pity thee. 

Ro9, [Adraneing to c] And why, I pray you?— Who 
might be your mother. 
That you insult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched ? What thougrh you have beauty 
(As, by my faith, I see no more in you, 
Thaif, without candle, may g^ dark to bed) 
Must you, therefore, be proud and pitiless ? 
Why, what means this? Why do you look on me? J 

I see no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature's sale work :— -Od*s my little life ! I 

T think she means to tangle.mine eyes too:— | 

No, *faith, proud mistress, hope not after it ; 
*Tis not your inky brows, your bUKCfc silk hair, 
¥onr bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of t;ream. 
That can entame my spirits to your worsliip. ■ . 
You foolish shepherd 1 wherefore do you follow her ? 
You are a thousand times a properer man. 
Than 6he a woman : 'Tis such fools as you 
That make the World full of ill-favoured children : 
*Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters -her ; 
But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees, A 

And thank Heaven, fasting, for a good man's love : 
For I must tell you f^endly in your ear, ' 

Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets ; 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer ; 
So, take her to thee, shepherd : — fare you well ! 

Phaebe. Sweet youth, 1 pray you, chide a yfeai* to- 
gether ; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 
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Ro9. I pny yoQ, do not fall in love wiih me. 
For I ftm falser than tows made in wine : 
Besides, I like yon not ; if you will know my house, 
'Tis at the tuft of olives, here, bard by i 
Will you gOy sister?— >6bepherd, ply her hard:— 
Come, sister:— Shepherdess, look on him better. 
And W not proud : though all the world could see, 
Noae could be so abused in sight as he. 

[Exeunt Rosalind, Cklia, and Couin, ■• 

Sylv. (l.) Sweet Ph«Dbe! 

Phabe, (a.) Hah! what say *st thou, Sylvius ? 

S«/v. Sweet Phcebe, pity me. 

PktBbt* Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Sylvius.^ 

<%iv. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be. 

Pkabe. Sylvius, the time was that I hated thee. 
And yet it is not that I bear thee love : 
But since that thou canst talk of love so well. 
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 
I will endure ; and 1*11 employ thee, too : 
Know*st thou the youth that spoke to me erewhile 1 

Sjflv, Not very^well, but I have met him oft ; 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the old Carlot once was master of. 

Pkabe. Think not I love him« though I ask for him ; 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet . 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him ; 
For wbai had he to do to chide at me ? 
I marvel why I answer*d not again : 
1*11 write to him a very taunting letter. 
And thou shalt bear it— Wilt tliou, Sylvius ? 

Svlv^ Phflsbe, with all my heart. . 

Vk€Bbe. ril write it straight ; 
The matter's in my head, and in my heart: 
I will be bittar with him, and passing short : 
Go with me, Sylvius. {Ejseunt, l. 

SCENE HI.— TAi? Fare«e. 

Bwtfr Rosalind, a., and Orlando, l. 

Orl, (l.) Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind. 

Hos. (r.) Why, how now, Orlando ? where have yoii 
beep all this while ? You a lover ! — An you serve tiie 
such another trick, never come in mv sight more.- 
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Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an botr of my 
promise. ; 

^ Rog. Break an hour's promise in love ! He that will 
divide a minute into a thousand parts, and break but a 
part of a Uioiisandth part of a minote in the affairs of 
loye, it may be said of Mm that Cupid hath clapped him 
o* the shoulder, but I warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl, Pardon me, dear Rosalind I 

Ro9» Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my 
sight ; I had as lief be wooed of a enail. 

OrL Of a snail t 

Rog. Ay, of a snail ; for thpugh he comes slowlv, he 
carries his house on his head ; a better jointure, I think, 
than you can make a woman. — Come, woo me, woo me ; 
for now 1 am in a hojiday humour, and like enough to 
consent : — ^What would you say to me now, an I were 
your very, very Rosalind f 

Orl, I would kiss before I spoke. 

Ro9. Nay, yon were better speak first ; and when you 
were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take occa- 
sion to kiss. Very good orators-»when they are out, 
they will spit ; and, for lovers lacking matter, the clean- 
iiest shift is to kiss. 

Orl, How, if the kiss be denied t 

Rot. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl, Who could be out, being before his beloved mis 
tress ? 

Ro§. Am I not your Rosalind ? 

Orl, I take some joy to say you are, because I would 
bd talking of her. 

Ros, Well, in her. person, I say-*-^ — I will not have 
you. 

Orl, Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Roi, No, *faith, die by attorney. The poor world 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all t\A» tinke 
there was not any man died in his own person, videlicet, 
in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed out with 
a Grecian club ; yet he did what he could to die before ; 
and he is one of the patterns of loye* I^eander, he 
would have lived many a fair year, though Hero had 
turned nun, if it had not been for a hot Midsummer 
night : for, good youth, he went but forth to wash him 
in the Hellespont, and, being taken with the cramp, 
was drowned ; and the foolish chroniclers of that ago 
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fbnnA it wA«-*H«ro of Sestoi. But the§e afe all Il«s : 
men have died from time to time, and worms have eaten 
them, bttt not for love. 

Ori, I woald not have my right Rosalind of this mind ; 
for, I protest, her frown would kiH me. 

Enter CaioA, b. 

Ro8. (c.) By this hand, it w}U not kill a fly ! But 
eome, now I will be your Roiaiifid, in a more coming 
on disposition ; and ask me what you will, I will grant 
it. 

Orl. (us c.) Then love me, Rosalind. 

Rot. Yes, *faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays and 
all. 

Ot^l. And wilt thou have me ? 

Roi, Ay, and twenty iilch. 

Ofl. What 8ay*8t thou ? 

Rot. Are you not good ? 

Ori. 1 hope so. 

lto9. Why, then, can one desire too much of a good 
thing ?-^Come, sister, you shall be the priest, and marry 

us. Give me your hand, Orlando : — ^What do you 

say, sister? 

CeL (r.) I cannot say the words. 

Rot, You must begin— Will you, Orlando—— 

Cel. Oo to >— Will you, Orlando, have to wife tliif 
Rosalind ? 

Orl. I will. 

Rof . Ay, but when ? 

OrL Why, now ; as fast aa she can marry us. 

Ro8. Then you must say— I take thee, Rosalind, for 
wife. 

OrL I take fhee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros, Now, tell me how long would you have her 
after you have possessed her ? ' 

Orl, For ever, and a day. 

Rot, Say a day, without the ever ; no, no, Orlando ; 
men are April when they woo, December when they wed ; 
maids are May when they are maids, but the sky changes, 
when they are wives. [CTblia retiret up the Stage.l ^ ^ili 
be more jealous of thee, than a Barbary cock-pigeon 
over his hen *, more clamorous than a parrot against rain ; 
more' new-fangled than an ape ; more giddy in my desires 
than a monkey ; I will weep for nothing, like Diana, in 
tbe fountain, and I will do that, when you are disposed 

b2 
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lo be nerry : I will Ingh like a hyoiifll, mod that, wImh 
you are inclined to sleep. 

Orl. But, will my Rosalind do so ? 

Rob. By my life, she will do as I do ! 

OrL O, but she is wise * 

Ros, Or else she could not have the wit to do this ; 
the wiser, the way warder : make the doors upon a wo- 
Hian*s wit, and it will out at the casement ; shut that, 
and *twiU out at the key-bole ; stop that, it will fly with 
the smoke out at the chimney* 

Orl, A man, that had a wife with such a wit, be might 
say—Wit, whither wilt ? 

R09. Kay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 

Orl, And what wit could wit haye to excuse that? 

Ros. Marry, to say — she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless you 
take her without her tongue. Oh, that woman, that can* 
not make her fault her husband's occasion, let her never 
nurse her child herself, for she will breed it like a fool 1 

SONG. — Rosalind. 

When daisies pied and Tiolets blue, 
And lady's smocks all silver white 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
« Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he— 

Cuckoo- 
Cuckoo, cuckoo— O, word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws. 
And merry lar}(s are ploughmen's clocks. 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks. 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he — 

Cuckoo- 
Cuckoo, cuckoo— O, word of fear, 
Uapleasing to a married ear I 

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
thee. 
Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours t 
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Ori.' I niut attend the dtke at dittner ; by two o'clock 

I will be with thee again. 

Bos, Ay, go your ways, ge yonr ways ; I knew what 
you would prove ! my friends told me as much, and I 
thought no less : that flattering tongae of yours won nie ; 
'tis but one cast- away, and so«-»coine desth. Two 
o'clock is yonr bduir ? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind ! 

Ro9, By my troth, and in good earnest, and so, God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangei'- 
ovs, if you break one jot of yonr promise, or coine one 
minute behind your hour, I will think you the most pa« 
thetical break'-prMuise, and the most hollow lover, and 
the most unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that may 
be chosen.ont of the gross band of the unfaithful : there- 
fore, beware my eensure, and keep your promise. 

OrL With no less religion, than if thou wert Indeed 
my Rosalind : so, adieu. 

Bat, Well, time is the old justice, that examines all 
such offenders ; and let time try : Adieu ! 

IBait OaiAkno, l. 

Cel. You have simply misused our sex in your lore- 
prate. 

Ros. (l.) O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that 
thou didst know how many fathom deep I am in love I 
But it cannot be sounded ; my affection hath an unknown 
bottom, like the Bay of Portugal. 

Cei. Or rather, bottomless ; that, as fast as you pour 
affection in, it runs out^^rOiOok who comes here ! 

Enter Sylvius, l. 

Sylv. (i..> My errand is to you, fair youth ; 
My gentle Fhcebe bid me give you this : 

[Qiring a LeUer. 
I know not the contents : but, as I guess. 
By the stem brow, and waspish action, 
Which she did use as she was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenor : pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltless messenger* 

Boa, [Beading,'\ Patience herself woold startle at 
this letter. 
And play the swaggerer ; bear this, bear all : 
She says, I am not fair ; that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud ; and that she could not love mt^ 
Were man as rare as phcenix : 'Oct's my will ! 

s8 
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Her love it not the hare that I do hnnt : . 

Why writes she so to me ? Well, shepherd, well, 

This is a letter of your own deviee. 

Sjflv. No, I protest, I know not the contents ; 
Phoebe did write it. 

iiof . Why, 'tis a boisterous and a cruel style, 
A style for challenyers ; why, she deOes me. 
Like Turk to Christian : woman*s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant*rude invention. 
Such Ethiop words, blacker In their effect 
Than in their countenance :— Will you hear the letter? 

Siflv, So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phcebe's cruelty. 

Roa, Q\\e Phosbe's me : mark how the tyrant writes. 

{Reads,'] "Art thou god to shepherd tnrn*d, 

*' That a maiden's heart hath bum'd ?*' 

Can a woman rail thus ? 
SjfL Call yon this railing ? 

Rot. [ReadM,] *' Why, thy godhend laid apart, 
Warr*st thou with a woman's heart?' 

Did you ever hear such railing? — 

*^ Whiles the eye of man did woo me. 
That could do no vengeance to me." 

Meaning me a beast.-^ 

" If the scorn of your bright eyne' 
Have power to raise such love in mine. 
Alack, in me what strange effect 
Woul4 they work in mjld aspect ! 
Whiles you chid me, I did love.; 
How then might your prayers move ! 
He, that brings this love to thee. 
Little knows this love in me : 
And by him seal up thy mind ; 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer talce 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 
Or else by him my love deny,' 
And then I'll study how to die.*' 

Sjflv, Call you this chiding ? 
Cel. Alas, poor shepherd 1 

Bog. {Crouetta a.] Do you pity him ? no, he deserraf 
no pity. Wilt thou love such a woman? What»tonriJw 
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thee an instrument, Alid pHiy false straios upon t1ie« . 
not to l>e endured !— Well, go your way to her (for 1 
see love hnth made thee a tame snake), and say this to 
her : — ""* That, if she loves me, I eharge her to loye 
thee : if she will not, I will never have her, unless thou 
entreat for her.*' If yon be a true lover, hence, and 
not a word ; for here comes more company. 

[£jfU Stxvius, I.. 

. Enter Oliver, l. 

OUv, (l.) Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you 
know, 
Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep«cote, fenced ahont with olive trees ? 

Cel. (c.) West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom, 
Brings you to the place : 
But, at this hour, the house doth keep itself; 
There's none within. 

Olir.. If that an eye may profit by a tongtfe^ 
Then should I know yon by description ; 
Such garments, and such years : ** The boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and bestows himself 
Like a ripe sister : but the woman low. 
And brownerthan her brother.** Are not you 
■ The owner of the house I did inquire for? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask*d, to say we are. 

Oliv. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to tltat youth, he calls his Rosalind, 
He sends this bloody napkin. - Are you he ? 

Rot, ^lAdvaneing to c] I am : What must we under* 
;. stand by this t ■ 

Oliv, Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was slain*d. 

Cel, I pray you, tell it. 

Oliv, When last the young Orlando parted from you, 
He lefL a promise to return again 
Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest,^ 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside. 
And, mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged .man, e*ergrown with hair, 
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Lty slMpfaig on hit baek ! ftMat lri« ilMk 

A green and f tided snake had wreathM Itself, * 

Who, with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd 

The opening of his mooth ; but, sUddenly, 

Seeing Orlando, it nnlink*d itself. 

And, with indented glides, did slip a#ny 

Into a bush : under which bash** shade 

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch, 

When that the sleeping^ man should stir ; for *tis 

The royal disposition of that beast. 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 

This seen, Orlando did apprdaeh the mim. 

And found it. was his brother, his elder brother.- 

Ro9. O, I have heard him speak of that same brother ; 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liTed *mong*st men. • 

Ohv. And well he might So do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 

Bo9, But, to Orlando :-^Did he leave him there. 
Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness ? 

Oliv. (l. c.) Twice did he turn his back, and par- 
posed so : 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 
Made him give battle to the lioness. 
Who quickly fell before him ; lA which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awaked. 

Cd. (l. o.) Are you his brother ? 

Rat, (c.) Was it you he rescued ? 

Ca. Was*t you that did so oft contrive to kill himt 

Oliv, 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do not Shame 
To t«ll you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

i?of . But, for the bloody napkin ? 

Oliv. By and by. 
When, from the first to last, betwixt us two. 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bathed. 

As how I came into that desert place ; 

In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me fresh arr^y, and entertainment, 
Conunitting me unto my brother's love ; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave. 
There stripped himself, and here, upon his am^ 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 
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Which ftU thig while had bled ; and now he fainted. 
And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recoTer*d him ; boond np his wound ; 
And, after some small space, being strong at heart. 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am. 
To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His brolien promise, and to give this naptiin. 
Dyed in this blood, unto the shepherd youth 
Toat he, in sport, doth call his Rosalind. 

Cel, Why, how now, Ganymede ? sweet Ganymede T 

[Rosa LIN D yat«/«. 

Oliv, Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel. There is more in it:— Cousin --Ganymede ! 

Oliv, Look, he recovers. 

Ro8. I would I were at home ! 

Cel. We'll lead you thither :— 
I pray you will take him by the arm ! 

Oliv. Be of good cheer, youth : — You a man !— 
Yofi'^ck a man*s heart. 

Ros. I do so, 1 confess it. Ah, sir, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited : I pray you, tell your 
brother how well 1 counterfeited. Heigho ! 

Oliv, This was not counterfeit : there is too great tes- 
timony in your complexion, that it was a passion of 
earnest. 

Rot. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oliv. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit 
to be a man. 

Ros. So I.do : but, i* faith, I should have been a wo* 
man by right. 

Cel, Come, you look paler and paler ; pray you, draw 
homewards:— Good sir, go with us. 

Oliv. That will I ; for I must bear answer back, bow 
you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Roe. 1 shall devise something : But, T pray you, com- 
mend my counterfeiting to him. Will you gof 

[Exeunty l. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE X.—Tke FortH. 

JSn/er Touchstone and Audrbt, l» 

T\meh, (l.) We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

Aud, (b, G.) 'Faitb,the pHest was good enough, for 
all the old gentleman's saying. 

Touch. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey 1 a most 
Tile Mar^text! But, Audrey, there is a youth here in 
the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who His ; he hath no interest in me 
in the world : here comes the man you mean. ' ^' 

Enter William, l. 

Touch, (c.) It is meat and drink in nte to see a clown « 
By my troth, we, that have good wits, have much to 
answer for ; We shall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 

Wil,' (l.) Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. Give ye good even, William. 

Wil. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Good eyen, gentle friend : Cover thy head i 
cover thy head : nay, pr'ylhee, be covered. How old 
are you, friend ? 

WU. Five and twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name William? 

Wil. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name : Wast bom i* the forest here t 

Wil. Ay, sir, I thank heaven. 

Touch. Thank heaven ! a good answer : Art rich ? 

Wil. * Faith, sir, so, so. 

Touch. So, so ! 'Tis good, very good, very excellent 
good — and yet it is not ; it is but so so. Art thou wise ? 

Wil. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou say*st well ? I do noW remember a 
saying ; ** The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise 
man knows himself to be a fool.*' The heathen philo- 
sopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, would open 
his lips when be put it into his mouth ; meaning thereby. 
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^ tbat grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. Yon do 
lo?e this maid ? 

WU. I do, sir. 

Touch. Oiye me yoar han4 : Art thou learned 2 

WU. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me i to have is to have ; 
for it is a figure in rhetoric, that qrink, being poured out 
of a eup into a glass, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other : For all yoar writers do consent tbat ^c is be ; 
DOW you are not iptc, for I am he« 

WiL Which he, sir 7 

Touch. He, sir, that must carry this woman : There- 
fore, you clown, abandon — ^which is in the vulgar, leave 
— the society— which in the boorish is— company — of 
this female — which in the common is-^womaii, which 
together is, abandon the spciety of this female; or, 
clown, thou perishest ; or, to thy bettpr understanding, 
diest ; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, translate 
thy life unto death, thy liberty inio bondage : I will deal 
in poison with thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; I will 
bandy with thee in faction; 1 will overrun thee with, 
policy ; I will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; there- 
fore tremble, and depart. 

Aud. Do, good William. 

WU. Rest you merry^ sir. [SxU, b. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey; I attend, I 
atlend. [iSxcutU^ h. 

SCENE II.— TAc Forest. 

Enter Oliver ancf Orlando^ l« 

Orl. (l.) Is*t possible, that on so little acquaintance 
you should like her? that, but seeing, you should love 
her ? and, loving, woo f and, wooing, she should grant 1 
And you ^ill perse v^e to enjoy her? 

Oliv. (r.) Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 
wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but say with me, I 
love Aliena ; say with heir, that she loves me : consent 
with both, that we may enjoy each other : it shall be to 
yonr good ; for my father's house, and all the revenue 
that was old Sir Rowland's, will I estate upon you, and 
liere live and die a shepherd. 
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Enter Rosalind, b. 

Orf. Yoa have my consent. Let your wedding be to- 
morrow: thither will I inyitethe duke, and all his con- 
tented followers : Go you, and prepare Aliena ; for, look 
you, here comes my Kosalind I 

Ro9, (h.) Heaven save you, brother ! 

Oliv, And you, fair sister. [Bjfit, r. 

Rot, (a.) Oh ! my dear Orlando, how it grieves me 
to see thee wear thy heart in a scarf I 

Orl, (l. c.) It is my arm. 

Rot. I thought thy heart had been woanded with the 
claws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Rot, (r. c.) Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
felted to swoon, when he showed me your handkerchief? 

OrL Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Rot. (c.) Oh, I know where you are:— Nay, His 
true : there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and C«sar*s thrasonical brag of — ** I came, 
saw, and overcame:" For your brother and my sister no 
sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner looked, but they 
loved ; no sooner loved, but they sighed ; no sooner 
sighed, but they asked one another the reason ; no sooner 
knew the reason, but they sought the remedy ; and in 
these degrees have they made a pair of stairs to marriage ; 
they are in the very wrath of love, and they will to- 
gether ; clubs cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be .married to-morrow ; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, oh, how bitter a thhig 
it is to look into happiness through another raan*s ey«s ! 
By so much the more shall I to-morrow be at the height 
of heart-heaviness, by how much I sh^ll ihitik my broiber 
happy, in having, what he wishes for. 

Rot, Why. then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn 
for Rosalind? • : 

OrL I can live no longer by thinking. 

Roti I will weary you then no longer with idle talking. 
Know of me then (for now I speak to some purpose), 
that I can do strange things : 1 have, since I was three 
years old, conversed with a magician, most profound in 
his art, and yet not damnable. If you do love Rosalind 
so near the heart as your gesture cries it out, when your 
brother marries Aliena, you shall marry her : I know ^ 
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Into what straits of fortune she is driTen ; and 4t is 
not impossible to me, if It appear not IneonTenlent to you, 
to set her before your eyes, bumao as she is, and witbeiit 
any dang^er. 

Orl, Sipeak^Bl thou in sober meaning? 

Rot, By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, though 
I say I am a magician ; Therefore, put you on your best 
array, bid your frieuds ; for if you will be married to* 
morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, if you will. 

Enter Sylvius and PHCEns, l. ^ 

Look here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers ! 

Phabe. (l. c.) Youth, you have done me much uiv^ 
gentleness. 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Bo9. (r. c.) I care not, if I have i it is my study. 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You are there folio w*d by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

PtuBbe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what* 'tis to 
love. 

Svlv. (l,) It is to be made all of sighs and tears ;— 
And so I am for Phoebe. 

Phabe, And I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sylv. It is to be all made of faith and service ;— 
And so am I for Phoebe. 

PhcBbe, And I for Ganymede. 

Ofi. (r.) And I for Rosalind. 

JZojr* And I for no woman. Pray you, no more -ot 
this ; *tis like the howling of Irish wolves against the 
moon, i will help you, if I can ; [To Sylvius.] I 



To-morrow 
To PhoshkI 



wouUi love you, if 1 could ; [To Phcebb.] 
meet ihe all together. I wilt marry you, 
if ever I marry woman, and I'll be married to-morrow : 
I will satisfy you, [To Orlando] if ever I satisfied 
man, and you shall be married to-morrow. I will con- 
tent you, [To Sylvius] if what pleases you contents 
you, and you shall be married to-morrow. As you love 
Rosalind, meet ; [To Orlando.] As you love Phoebe, 
meet; [To Sylvius.] And as I love no woman, I'll 
ifewet. So, fare you well ! I have left your commands. 

[ExUs L. 

F 
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^iv. rn not fiftil, if I Mt«. 

I%a;6e. Nor I. 

OrL Nor L ■ [Kx«ai«l, ft. 

SCENE III.~ilno(*er Par< of the Foreift. 

Bnter Duke, Orlando, Olitrr, Jaques, Sylvius, 
Ph<eb6, and Foresters, r. u. e. 

Duke. (C) Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised I * 

Orl, (l. c.) I sometimes do believe, and sometimes 
-* do not : 

As those that fear they hope, and know tliey fear. 

EaUer Rosalind, l: 

Ras, (l.) Patience once more, whiles our compact is 
urged; — 
You say, (c.) if I brinj^ in your ^osa^ind, 

[To the DuKK. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here? 
Duke. That would I, hM I kingdoms to give with 

her. 
Rot, (l. c.) And you say, you will have her, when I 
bring her ? [To Orlando. 

OrL That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Ros, (r.) You say, you'll marry me, if I be willingt 

[To Phceb^. 
Phabe. (r.) That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros, (c.) Keep you your word, O Dukei to give 
your daughter :— 
You yours, (l. c.) Orlando, to receive his daughter : . 
Keep your word, (r. c.) Phoebe, that youUI marry me ; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd : — 
Keep your word, Sylvius, that you'll marry her. 
If she refuse me : — and from hence I go. 
To make these doubts all eveD. [Exit Rosalind, r. 

DvJee, (l. c.) I do remember in this shepherd boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter*s favour. 

OrL (r. c.) My lord, the first time that I ever saw 
him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 
But; my good lord, jthis boy is forest born ; 
And hath been tutorM in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle. 
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Whom be r^orb to b^ a glPMit ttMgfciftii, 
Obscarad in tbe eltele <of thi^ foreitt. 

Touch. [Without.] Com^ along, Aadrey. 

Enter Touctsjonb ofid AupRRYu l* 

Jooiiet. .(r.) There i9, sure, aaaother flood toward, 
and these couples are coming to the ark I Here eomes a 
pair of Ykrf atrange beasts, wbi<;h in all tongnes are 
called fools. 

^ Touch. l9aHiUtf6n aiid ^r^etitag to ^4a alt t 
. Jaquco, Good, my lord, Md'btnl Weloome: This is 
the motley -minded gentlemiini tblit I hare so often met 
in the forest : be hatb been k eoartler, He swears. 

Touch, (l.) If any man doubt that, let hita pnt me 
to my pa^gationJ . I bat» tirod a ineasare ; I have flat- 
tered a lady ; I haye been politic with my friend, Smboth 
with mine ebemy ; t have rnidona three tailors ; I have 
had four quarrels, and like to haTe fought one. 

Jaques. And how wks that ta*en up ? 

Touch. *Falth, wa met, and f6und the quarrel was 
upon the seTcnth cause. 

Jaques. How seventh canse? Good, my lord, like 
this fellow.. 

Duie, 1 like him very well. 

Touch. Ood'ild you^ sir ; I desire of you the like. I 

Iiress in here, sir, amongst the Irest of tbe country copu- 
stives, to swear, and to forswear ; according as mar- 
riage binds, and blood breaks t^^A poor virgin, sir, an 
ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor buniour 
of mine, sir, to fake that that no man else will : Ribh 
honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor honie ; as 
your pearl in your foul oyster. 

Duke. Bv my faith, he is very swift and sententious ! 

Towefc. According to the fool's bolt, sir, abd such 
dulcet diseases. 

Jaques. But, for the seventh cansc ;^ how did yoa find 
the quarrel on the aeventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed :-— Bear your 
body more seeming, Audrey p [ Audrbt, l., assumes a 
stiff and formal air'^^M thus, sir: I did dislike the 
cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he sent me word, if I 
said his beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it 
was : This is called the retort courteous. If I sent bitai 
word again it was not well eat, he would send me wcnrd 
he cut it to please himself: This is called Hie qilip 

F 9 
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modest. If agaiii« it was not well cot, he disalded niy 
judgment : This is called the reply churlish. If again* 
it was not well cut, he wojuld answer, I speak not true. 
This is called the reproof Yaliant. ' If again, it was Hut 
well cut,' he would say, I lie. This is called the coun- 
tercheclK quarrelsome ; and so to the lie circumstantial, 
~ and the lie direct. 

Jaques. And how oft did yon say his beard was not 
well cut ? 

Touch. I durst go no farther than the lie circumstan- 
tial, nor he durst not give, me the lie direct ; and so we 
measured swords, and parted. 

Jaqueg, Can you nominate in oraer now the degrees 
of the lie? 

Touch. O, sir,, we quarrel in print by the book : as 
you have books for good manners, 1 will name you the 
degrees. The first, the retort courteous ; the second, 
the quip modest ; the third, the reply churlish ; the 
fourth, the reproof valiant ; the fifth, the countercheck 
quarrelsome ; the sixth, the lie with circumstance ; the 
seventh, the lie direct. All these you may avoid but the 
lie direct; and you may avoid that tcM> with an If. I 
knew when seven justices could not take up a quarrel, 
but when the parties were met themselves, one of them 
thought but of an If, as«-If you said so, then I said 
so ; and they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your 
If is the only peace-maker ; much virtue in If. 

Jaques. Is not. this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's good 
at any thing, and yet a fool ! 

Duke, He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and 
under the presentation of that he shoots his wit. 

Enter Jaques db Bots, l. 

Jaq, de B. Let me have audience for a word or two. 
I am the second son of old Sir Rowland, • 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly :— • 
Duke Frederick, hearing how, that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address'd a mighty power which were on foot. 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother h re, to put him to the sword: 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man. 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from bis enterprise, and from the world s 
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His erowB bequeathiiig to his banlshM brodieir. 
And sll their lands restored to them again. 
That were with him exiled : This, to be true, 
1 (to engage my life. 

Duke, Welcome, young man : 
Thou offer'ftt fairly to thy brother's wedding^. 

A Dtmce—'then enter Hymbn, aiUnded* 

lijfm. Then is there mkth in heaTen, 
When earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good Duke, receive thy daughter. 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 

Yea, brought her hither. 
That thou might* st join her hand with his. 
Whose heart within his boson is. 

[Hymen goet to the lop qf the Stage^ bringt forward 
Rosalind, and p^'cxente her to the Dukb-^Celia 
comes fonoard, , • 

Ro9, To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

r To Me DuKB. 
To yon I give myself, for I am yours. [To Orlando.' 
Duke, (c.) If there be truth in sight, you are my 
daughter. 

OrL If there be truth in si|;ht, you are my Rosalind. 
Ro9, 1*11 have no father, if you be not he : 

[To the Duke. 
1*U have no husband, if you be not he : 

[7*0 Orlando. 
Nor ne*er wed woman, if you be net she. 

[To PnOBBB. 
' Hvm\ Whiles a wedloek*hymn we sing, 
Feed yourselves with questioning. 

Duke, Oh, my dear niece, welcome thou art to me ; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 
First, in this forest, let us do those end*. 
That, here, were well begun, and well befot : 
And after, every of this happy nunlier. 
That have endured shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune. 
According to the measure of their states. - 
Meantime, forget this new^lkirn dignity. 
And fall into our rustic ravelry :— 

F 8 
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Play, musie^*-4hd v'eUliHdfeb^ liiid ItoidcgrobBS all. 
With measarQ heap d ia joy ^ to the imiaMirei ftlU 
Jaques, .Sir, by yoAr .patentee ;— -If I heard you 

rightly, 
The Dake hath pat on a KdigiDUB lif». 
And thrown idto neglect the |>oihpott8 oiiHlrt ? 
Jaq. de. B. H e hath. 

Jaqnesu To hhn will I : o«t of these eonTeftltes 
There is mueh matter to be heard and learn*d. — 
Ton,, to your fornier honotir I bequeath; 

[To the DuKK. 
Your patience, and your Vf^tihe, #ell deservea it : 

You, to a lo?e, that your true faith doth merit 

[7b Orlando. 
Yon, to your land, and love, and ^reat allies : 

[To Oliver. 

You, to a long and welUdeserved bed : 

, . f To Sylvius. 

And you to nirrangling ; for thy loving voyag^e 

[To TOUCHSTONB. 

Is but for two Bionthfl vlctuaU'd— 

Touch, (Tone along, Audrey. [Exit niih AvbRsv, r. 

Jaqte$, Sd to your pleasures ; 
I am for other, than for dancing m^asares. 

Duke. Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Jo^uef . To see no pastime, I : — ^What you would 
have, 
V\l stay to linow at your abandoriM cave. [Exit^ l. 

Duke. Proceed, proceed ; we will begin these rites, 
As. we do trust they'll end, in true delights. 

EPILOGUE. 



»«: 



Ros. If it be true, that ** Good wine needs no Irash,** 
'tis true, that a good play needs no epilogue : Yet, to 
good wine, they do use good bushes: and good plays 
pro^e the better by the help of good epilogmes.— What 
a case am I in, then, that am neither a good epilogue, 
nor can insinaate with you. In the» behalf of- a good 
play ! I am ndt furniMied like R beggar; therefore, to 
oeff, will not become net. my way is, to conjure yon, 
and ril begin with th^ women. I charge you, O wonkfan I 
for the love you bear tb men, to like as much of this 
play as pleases them t and I charge yov, O men I fo^ 
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the lore you bear to women, (as I perceive, by your 
■impering, none of yon hate them,) that, between you 
and the women, the play may please. If I were among 
you, I would kiss as many of you as had beards that 
pleased me, complexions that liked me : and, I am sure, 
as many as have good beards, or good faces, will, for 
my kind offer, when I make a courtesy, bid me fare- 
well. lExeunt omtus. 
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REMARKS. 

Whbn the talents of two sach dramatists as Sir John Tanbrngh 
and Col ley Gibber were combiAed, it was but reasonable to expect 
Ibat excellence would be the jreaalt The Provoked Hasband is indis« 
patably (he best comedy of the new school, in the English language. 

It qnitei irery skUfaUy two distinct plots :-~the adventures of the 
Wronghead family, ^nd th« parrels aad reeonciUation of Lord and 
Lady Townly. Th« on« is productive of much entertaining chwacter 
and broad humour : the other is a master-piece of ftne writiag. For 
the hnjponry we ajre chiefly iadebled to Yanbrngh : for the higher 
qualities, Cibber is alone^responsibiA* That a man's life should be so 
at variance with his doctrines — that he should write so well, and 
vractife so ill, must receive Cibbcr's own explanation to the cele- 
brated Mrs. Bracegirdle, who qnestioned htm opon the subject,— 
that the former was necessary, but that the ktiter was not. 

We are not very ^fastidious as. to who it was that restored decency 
to the stage. It is, perhaps, the mora weloome, coming from a qnar- 
pu where it was least expected. If we can pard<m ribaldrff in 
Sw^, we may surely tolerate morattty in CiftMr. The Provoked 
Wife, with the exception of The London Goekolds, by Ravensproft, if 
one of the most indelicate comedies in the English language ; The 
Pro-^oked Husband is one of the moll moral. 

Sir Francis Wrongbead is a good-hnmoured satire on certain indi- 
viduals who, in parliamentary language, are denominated countrg 

femUemfn* Now, with.rev^reaee he it spoken, in that august assem* 
ly of the nation's representatives, things are not always called by 
their right nomee* We may therefore . understand, by the term 
country gentleman, & person witli a large estate and a very mode^ 
rate portion of brains; who votes with t^ minister just so long as 
his interest dictates ; and whose journeys to London are performed, 
not to promote the welfare of his coantry, but to forward his own. 
Sir Francis Wronghead having overrun hia estate, a ease of no un- 
common occurrence with gentlemen both in town and country, deems 
it advisable to quarter hiu)self on the public purse ; he therefore be- 
comes « parliament-man and a plaee.houter. Sir FVanci* like Shak- 
speare, was not for one ag€ only, Xmijor all time / 

The remaining forancties of the Wronghead f^uniiy are a thoughtless 
extravagant wife, a pert minx of a daughter, and a booby heir. Sir 
jprancis is one of those gentlemen who has ventured allfor love:— > 

" To please his eye and veit his heart.*' 

And- if he has been guilty of any libertinism in his youth, he is more 
than atoning for it by a wedded life of penance and mortification :— 

" Thus, to reform his sins of early life. 
Offended Ueav'n sends Sappho for his wife." 



When Father Luke piously exhorts Darby to repent and marry. 
Darby philosophically replies,—" I'll marry first, and repent after- 
John Mootly is by far the most entertaining among the comi^ 
ehortfcters. His description of the betting out and progresk of the iff 
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mlly— 'their Tezations sad obttrnctloBS-^thcir live and dead stocky 
might flirniah a picture for the pencil of an Hogarth. If our modern 
country gentlemen inherit all the tenacity of their predecessors 
for place and pension, they lack much of tlieir spirit of hospitality. 
We have more than once had occasion to lament the neglect, and, in 
iome instances, the total abolition of ancient customs. We can 119 
loager say with the old soqg,-^ 

^"Tis merry in hall. 
When beards wag aU." 

There is a canting puritanical spirit aInxMd, which, if not timely 
held up to. ridicnl^ and exposure, threatens to banish every recreation 
that once distingnished merry JSmgiand, ** Because thou art virtu* 
«««, shall ther« De no more ale and eakes in the world I" 

Count Basset (yonr count ie a good traveUin^ name), is a man of 
fashion, and a black.leg; w, in other words, a pert coxcomb, and a 
iluurper in embroidery. 

The errors of fashionable life are forcibly delineated in the charac- 
ter of Lady Townly. If such a lesson was needed when this comedy 
was first produced, how much more is it required now, when the 
vices that it exposes are no longer confined to the circle in which they 
were wont to move, but are shedding their pernicious influence 
through every elms of society. Piquet and omare, out of date and 
obsolete, are succeeded by other names for plunder, at which time^ 
fortune^ and reputation are equally sacrificed :— 

<* See how the world its votaries rewards, — 
▲ youth of firolicsj an old age of cards t**-^ 

is a picture that will as easily be reeognlBed at the east, u at the 
west side of Temple Bar. ' 

This comedy cannot be too frequently represented* To thoae whose 
withers are unwmng, it will afford much rational and elegant enter* 
tainment ; to those who are about to enter the vortex of fashionable 
dissipation, it wiil_emphatically point out — 

" How tlioiisands are undone ; 
^ What paths to follow, and what ills to shun^ 

And even those who are already whirled in the maxe, it may arresf 
in their mad career, and lead them back to virtue. 

Cibber tells ns, that it was Sir John Vanbrueh's Intention, bad he 
tarvivcd to finish this comedy, to make Lord Townly turn his lady 
out of doors. But Cibber, when the rough draft came into his hands, 
considered that such a catastrophe would prove .loo serious for 
comedy, and, at the same time, fail to produce the necessary sur- 
prise at the -conclusion; he therefore resolved tliat Lord Townly 
should pardon, rather than repudiate his lady. And Cibber Judged 
wisely ; their reconciliation oners no violence to dramatic decorum. 
With a reputation unblemished, the wife renounces her fkshlonabie 
follies, and the husband is appeased. 

Witks and Mrs. Oidfield were the original representatives of Lord 
and Lady Townly. Cibber's account of his two celebrated contem- 
poraries, particularly the latter, is tmly characteristic and eloquent* 
In Mrs. Oidfield, the stage possessed what it has not known for many 
years, — an actress capable of delineating the manners of high life. 
Hei fignre and rounlrnaDce were formed wiili exquisite symmetry »nA 
beau<y; her air was grace itself : for an unrestrained inicrcourse 
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ivith women of gnality hsd tanght her to look, to ipeak, and to move 
with ease and dignitv. Tliese qoalificatiooB, joined to an ezcelknt 
anderstandlng and a lively genins, placed her In the very highest rank 
in comedy, and made her no leu an object of admiration in privato 
IVe. She was the patroncM of the nnfortonate Savage; she c<»- 
tinned his friend when all others had forsaken him, allowing him •■ 
annoal pension of fifty ponnda^-- 

" Nor quitted his distresses tiU she died.** 

IVe need not exclaim— > 

*< If to her share some venial errors fall. 
Look in her/aee, and you'll forget them all." 

We have a mach stronger plea to nrge in her bduilf,-— a noble and a 
generous heart. 

We remember Mrs. Jordan in Lady Townly. Her delightfnl 
spirits and gaitie de cenir were in perfect harmony with certain 
parts of the character ; particularly in the descriptive scene with 
Lady Grace, in the. third act. Her pathos, too, was the most natural 
and affecting. The review, that Lady Townly takes of her past life 
and conduct, her repentance, and tears, were every way worthy of 
that admired actress. Had she imparted to the character more rc^ 
flnement and dignity, the performance would have been perfect. 

The Lady Townly of Mrs. Davison is elegant and accomplished. 
. It has all the quick repartee and epigrammatic point that belong to 
her ladyship, without any portion of stiffness or formality. Mrs. Da- 
vison looks the woman of quality ; and she is too great a mistress of 
her art, to suffier her acting to belie her looks, 

Regarding Miss Chester's pretensions, we may ask, and reply, in 
the words of that ancient poetical wag, Hugh Crompton, of merry 
memory: — 

*' But what hast thou prepared for mef 
Is she coy, or is she fireef 
Is she tall, or is she lowf 
Is she slender, lean, or no t 
"^ Is she square, or is she round t 

Is she sick, or is she sound t 
Is she white, or is she black f 
Or what is't that she doth lack V 

Answer, 



tt 



I have prepared for thee enough : 
She's coy enonsh, and f^ee enough ; 
She's low enough, and tall enough ; 
Site's big enough, and small enough ; 
She's young enough, and strong* enough ; 
She^s short enough, and long enough ; 
Shefs sick enough, and sound enough ; 
She's square enoueh, and round enough ; 
She's black enough, and white enough ; 
She's heavy enough, and light enough." 

But she lacks mind to play such characters as Beatrice and Lady 
Townly. 

A short time previous to Mr. Kemble's retirement from the stage, 
we were present at his performance of Lord Townly. If, as it has 
been said, with uiuru ill nature than truth,— 



8 RUNAftKi.' 

*■ Tbtt MirtAti, by K«mbie playM, 
la bat Maeb«th in maiqiierade/' 

Us Lord Townly was of a very different cluracter. It wai an i«(eUeo 
t«al imperaonation of trae nobility. Miss O'Neii played Lady 
Townly on this occasion, and with a vivacity and spirit not often dis- 
covered in so decided a votary of the tragic mnse. 

Mr. Young is too precise and solemn for the character: Mr. Ellis- 
ton too affecPedlf pompous. The pecniiaricies that really belong to 
the former, are ill assumed by the latter. Lord Townly, in Mr. 
Yoang, is of a natore that cannot unbend : in Mr. Elliston, he only 
makes up a face for tho occasion, and looks grand by constraint. 
Mr. Charles Kemble, by avoiding all extremes, ii by far the best 
Lord Townly of the present day. 

Sir Jolin Vanbragh was not only a popular dramatic author^ b« 
bad other employments of considerable trust and importance^ He 
Ivaa aopointcd Clarencieux King at Arms — Surveyor of the Works, 
•t Greenwich Hospital'*Coi»ptroiier-G«neral of fab Majeatyla 
Works— «nd Surveyor of the Gardens and Waters. He built fileui- 
heim, in Oxfordshire; Claremont, in Surrey; and the Opera House, 
in the Haymarket. He died at his house, in Whitehall, in the yeas 
1720. His profession, as an architect, is wliimaicaily alluded to in tlie 
following epitaph on his death : — 

" Lie Iieavy on lum. Earth, for he 
Laid many a heavy load on tkee /" 

^ B G. 



STAGE ]>IKB<:rnONS. 



The, Conductors of this work print no Plays but those which they 
have seen acted. The St^e iHrectioHS are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

• R. means Right ; L. Left ; D. P. Door in Flat ; R. D. Bight 
Door; L. D. L^t Door; 6. B. Secmd Entrance; U. E. Upper 
Entranc^j M. D. MiddU Door, 

RELATIVE POSrriONS. 

R. means Right ; L, I^t; C. Cemtre ; R. C. R^ht of Centre; 
L. C, Left of Centre. * "^ 

*•* The Reader is supposed to be on the Stage facing the Audience. 
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COMtttlte. 



LORD TOWNLY.— Blue dress coat, lined with white silk, ball 
waifteoat, bloe riband and star, black breeches, black silk Btockings, 
«id dress hat. 

SIR FRANCIS WR0N6HEA.D.— Old-fashioned dress of a 
conntry gentleman. Second dress — Tawdry court dress. 

MANLY.— Blue dress coat, lined with white silk, black silk 
Inreeches, black silk stockings, and dress hat. 

COUNT BASSET.— Blnedress coat, lined with white silk, white 
waistcoat,^ white breeches, white silk stockings, and dress hat, 

'SQUIRE RICHARD — Scarlet jacket, buckskin ^breeches, and 
top-boots. Second dress—Bnff pantaloons, sky4>lae eoat, wUtie 
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PROLOGUE. 



This play took birth from principles of truth : 

To make amends for- errors of past youth, 

A bard, that's now no more, in riper days, 

Conscious rerieVd the licence of his plays ; 

And, though applause his wanton^muse had firM, 

Himself cdndemn'd what sensual minds admired. 

At length, he own'd, that plays should let you see, 

Not only what y'ou are, but ought to be ; 

Though rice wiBts natural, 'twas never meant 

The stage should show it, but for punishment ! 

Warm with that thought, his muse once more took flame, 

Resolv'd to bring licentious life to shame. 

Such was the piece his latest pen designed, 

But left no traces of his i^an behind. 

Luxuriant scenes, unprun'd, or half contrived, 

Yet, through the mass, his native fire survived : 

Rough as rich ore in mines> the treasure lay, — 

Yet still 'twas rich, and forms at length a play. 

In which the bold compiler boasts no merit, 

But that his pains have sav'd you scencis^ of spirit 

Not scenes that would a noisy joy impart, 

But such as hush the mind, and warm the heart. 

From praise of hands no sure account he draws. 

But fixed attention is sincere applause. 

If, then (for hard you'll own the task), his art 
Can to these embryo scenes new life impart, 
The living proudly would exclude his lays. 
And to the buried bard resign the praise. 



THE PROVOKED HUSBAND- 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Lord Townly*8 ApartmenL-^A splendid 

Library, 

Lord Townly seated* 

Lord T. Why did I marry? Was it aot evident, my 
plain rational scheme of life was im^practicable with a 
woman of so different a way of thinkug ? Is there one 
article of it that she has not broke in upon ? Yefr— let 
me do her justice— >her reputation. That, I have no 
reason to believe, is in 4)nestion. But then, how loag 
her profligate course of pleasure may make her able to 
keep it, is a shocking consideration ! and her presump- 
tion, while she keeps it, insupportable ! for, on the 
pride of that single virtue, she seems to lay it down as 
a fundamental point, that the free indulgence of every 
other vice' this fertile town affords, is the birthright pre^* 
rogative of a womft^of quality. Amazing ! that a crea- 
ture, so warm in the pursuit of her pleasures, should 
never cast one thought towards her happiness. Thus, 
while she admits of no lover, she thinks it a greater 
merit still, in her chastity, not to care for her husband-; 
and, while she herself is solacing in one continual round 
of cards and good company, he, poor wretch, is left at 
large, to take care of his own contentment. 'Tis time, 
indeed, some care were taken, and speedily there shall 
be. — Yet let me not be rash. — Perhaps this disappoint* 
ment of my heart may make me too impatient : and some 
tempers, when reproached, grow more untractable, 
Here she comet : let me be calm awhile. 

Enter Lady Townly, r. 
Going out so soon after dinner, madam ? 

Lady T, (ft.) Lard! my lord, what can I possibly dq 
at home ? 
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Lord t*, (l. c.) Wliat does my Bistar, Lady Grace, do 
at home ? 

Lady T, (r. c.) Why, that is to me amazing ! Have 
you ever any pleasure at home ? 

LardT. (c.) It might be in your povrer, madam, I 
confess, to make it a. little more comfortable to me. 

Lady T. Comfortable ! And so, my good lord, you 
would really have a woman of my rank and spirit stay 
at home to comfort her husband ! Lord, what notions of 
life some men have ! 

Lord T, .Don't you think, madam, some ladies' notions 
are fully as extravagant ? ., 

Lady T, Yes, .my lord ; when the tame doves live 
cooped within the pen of your precepts, I do think them 
prodigious indeed! 

Lord T, And when they fly wild about this town, 
madam, pray what must the world think of them then ? 

Ladyf, Oh, this world is not so ill bred as to quar- 
rel with any woman for liking it. 

Lord T. Nor ain I, madam, a husband so' well bred, 
as to bear my wife's being so fond of it: in short, the 
life you lead, madam — 

Lady T, Is to me the pleasantest life in the world. 

Lord T, I should not dispute your taste', madam, if a 
woman had a right to please nobody but herself. 

Lady T. Why, whom would you have her please f 

Lord T, Sometimes her husband. 

Lady T, And don't yon think a husbapd under the 
same obligation f 

Lord T, Certainly. 

Lady T. Why then we are agreed, my lord ; for, if 
1 never go abroad till I am weary of being at home 
(which you know is the caseV is it not equally reason- 
able, not to come home till one is weary of being 
abroad ? 

Lord T. If this be your rule of life, madam, 'tis time 
to ask you one serious question. 

Lady T, Don't let it be long in coming, then, for I am 
in haste. 

LordT. Madam, when I am serious, I expect a seri- 
ous answer. 

Lady T. Before t know the question ? 

LordT. Pshaw ! Have I power, madam, to make you 
serious by entreaty f 
^^ Lady T, You have. 
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Lord T. And you promise to answer me sincerely ? 

Lady T, Sincerely. 

Lord 7. Now, then, recollect your thoughts^ and tell 
me seriously why you married me. 

Lady T. You insist upon truth, yon say f 

Lord T. I think I have a right to it. 

LadyT, Why, then, my lord, to give yon at once a 
proof of my obedience and sincerity — I think — •! mar- 
ried — ^to take off that restraint that lay upon my plea- 
sures while I was a single woman. * 

Lord T. How, madam ! is any woman under less re- 
straint after marriage than before it ? 

Lady T, Oh, my lord, my lord ! they are quite diffe- 
rent creatures! Wives have infinite liberties in Jife, 
that would be terrible in an unmarried woman to take. 

Lord T, Name one. 

LadyT, Fifty, if you please. To begin, then — in the 
morning — a married woman may have men at her toilet 
•—invite them to dinner — appoint them a party in the 
stage-box, at the play — engross the conversation there-^ 
call them by their Christian names — talk louder than th'e 
players : from thence, jaunt into the city — take a frolic- 
some supper at an India House— perhaps, in her gaieti 
de cosur, toast a pretty fellow,; then clatter again to this 
end of the town — ^break, with the morning, into an as- 
sembly—crowd to the hazard-table— 'throw a familiar 
levant upon some sharp lurching man of quality, and, if 
he demands his money, turn it off with a loud laugh, 
and cry, you'll owe it him, to yex him, ha ! ha I 

[Crosses to l. and returns to r. 

LordT* Prodigious 1 [Aside^ 

LadyT, (r. c.) These now, my lord, are some few of 
the many modish amusements, that distinguish the pri- 
vilege of a wife from that of a single woman. 

Lord T. Death, madam! what law has made these 
liberties less scandalous in a wife than in an unmarried 
woman ? 

Lady 7. Why the strongest law in the world, custom 
-^custom, time out of mind, my lord. 

Lord 7. Custom, madam, is the law of fools, but it 
shall never govern me. 

Lady 7. Nay, then, my lord, 'tis time for me to ob- 
serve the laws of prudence. 

Lord T* t wish I could see an instance of it. 

[ChtngepUitis. 

B 
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Lady T, You flhaU have one this moment, my lord ; 
for I think, when a man begins to lose bis temper at 
home, if a woman has any prudence, why, she'll go 
abroad till he comes to himself again. IGoing, l. 

Lord T. Hold, madam ; 1 am amazed yon are not 
more uneasy at the life we lead. Yon don't want sense, 
and yet seem void of all humanity ; £6r^ with a blush I 
say it, I thinjc. I have not wanted love. 

LadyT, (l.) Oh, don't say that, my lord^ if you sap- 
pose I have my senses. 

Lord r. What is it I have done to you ? What can 
you complain of? 

Lady T, Oh, nothing in the least ! 'Tis true you have 
heard me say, I have owed my Lord Lurcher a hundred 
pounds these three weeks ; but what then ? A husband 
is not liable to his wife's debts of honour, you know ; 
aiMi if a silly woman will be uneasy about money she 
can't be sued for, what's that to him ? As long as he 
loves her, to be sure, she can hare nothing to com- 
plain of. 

Lord T, By heaven, if my whole fortune, thrown 
into your lap, could make you delight in the cheerful 
duties of a wife, I should think myself a gainer by the 
purchase. 

Lady T. That is, my lord, I might receive your whold 
estate, provided you were sure I would not speml a 
shilling of it. 

Lord r. No, madam ; were I master of your heart, 
your pleasures would be mine; but, different as they 
are, I'll feed even your follies to deserve it. Perhaps 
you may have some other trifling debts of honour 
abroad, that keep you ouJt of humour at home-^*«.t least, 
it shall not be my &ult, if I have not more of your com* 
pany. There, there's a bill of five hundred — and now^ 
madam- ■ ■ ■»■ 

LadyT* Ai^d.now, my lord, down to the ground I 
thank you. 

LordT; If it he no offence, madam— ^- 

Lady t. Say what you please, my lord ; I am in that 
hannqny of*" spirits, it is impossible to put me out of 
iiumour. 

Lord T* How long, iuToaeon, then, do you think that 
sum ought to last you ? ' 

Lady T. Oh^ my dear, deax lord, now you have 
spoiled aU again ! How is it possible 1 should answer 
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for an ev^t, that so utterly depends uponfortane ! Bat, 
to show 700 that J am more inclined to get money than 
lb throw it away, I have a strong prepossession, tha^ 
with, this fiye hundred, I shall win fire thousand. 

Lord 7*. Madam, if you were to win ten thousand, it 
would be no satislaction to me* * 

Xody 7. Oh, the churl I ten thousand ! ^hat ! not so 
much as wish I might win ten thousand ! — Ten thousand ! 
Oh, the charming sum! what infinite pretty things 
mig^t a woman of spirit do with ten thousand -guineas 1 
O' my conscience, if she were a woman of true spirit — 
t;he-rflhe might lose them all again. 
( Lord T. And I bad rather it should be so, madam^ 
provided I could be sure, that were the last you would 
lose. 

Lady T, Well, my lord, to let yon see I design to 
play all the good housewife I can, I am now going to a 
party at quadrille, only to trifle with a little of it, at 
,poor two guineas a fish, with the Duchess of Qaiteright. 

lExit^ L. 

Lord T. (l.) Insensible creature ! neither reproaches 
nor indulgence, kindness nor severity, can wake her to 
the least reflection ! Continual licence has lulled her 
into such a lethargy of care, that she speaks of her ex* 
cesses with the same easy confidence, as if they were so 
many virtues, (c.) What a turn has her head taken! 
But how to cure it-^take my friend's opinion. Manly 
will speak. freely— my sister ifirith tenderness, to both 
sides. They know my case— ^111 talk with' them. 

. Enter Wi|>liams, t. d. 

IVil. ((..) Mr. Manly, my lord, has sent to know if 
your lordship was at home. 

Lord 7. They did not deny me? 

WU, No, my lord. 
. Lord T« Very well ; step up to my sister, and say I 
desire to speak with her. 

WU. Lady Grace is here, my lord. lExU, u d. 

Enter Lady Orace, r. 

Lord 7. (l. c.) So, lady fair, what pretty Weapon 
have you been killing your time with ? 

Lady G. (r. o.) A huge folio, that has almost killed 
me. I think I have half read my eyes out 

b2 
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Lord T, Oh ! you should not pore so much just after 
dinner, child. 

Lady G. That*^ true ; but any body's thoughts are 
l>etter than always one's own, you know. 

LordT. Who's there? 

Enter "Williams, l. d. 

I^eave word at the door, I am at home to nobody but 
Mr. Manly. [Exit WilliamSf L. d. 

Lady Q, And why is he expected, pray, my lord ? . 

Lord T. I hope, madam, you have no objection to his 
company? • 

Lady G. Your particular orders, upon my being here, 
look, indeed, as if you thought I had not 

lA>rd T. And your ladyship^s inquiry into the reason 
of those orders, shows, at least, it was not a matter in- 
different to you. 

Lady G. Lord, you make the oddest constructions, 
brother! 

Lord T. Look you, my grave Lady Grace: in one 
serious word — I wish you had him. * 

Lady G. I can\ help that 

Lord T. Ha! you can*t help it ! ha! ha I The flatsim< 
plicity of that reply was admirable. 

Lady G. Pooh, you tease one, brother ! 

Lord T, Come, I . beg pardon, child — this is not a 
point, I grant yoi^ to trifle upon ; therefore, I hope 
you'll give me leave to be serious. 

Lady G. If you desire it, brother ; though, upon my 
word, as to Mr. Manly 's having any serious thoughts of 
me, I know nothing of it. . . . - . 

Lord T, Well, fhere^s nothing wrong in your making 
a doubt of it. But, in short, I find, by his conversation 
of late, he has been looking round the world for a wife ; 
and if you were to look round the world for a husband, 
he is the first man I would give to you* 

Lady G. Then, whenever he makes me any offer, bro- 
ther, I will certainly tell you of it. * 

Lord T. Oh, that's the last thing he'll do ! He'll never 
make you any offer, till he's pretty sure it won't be re- 
fused. 

Xody G. Now yt)u make me curious. Fray, did he 
ever make any offer of that kind to you ? 

Lord T, Not directly — but that imports nothing ; he 
is a man too well acquainted with the female world tot 
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be brongbt Into a high opinion of nny one woman with- 
out some well-examined proof of her merit ; yet I have 
reason to believe, that your good sense, year tarn of 
mind, and your way of life, have brought him to so faf- 
Yourable a one of you, that a few days will reduce him 
to talk plainly to me : which, as yet, notwithstanding 
our friendship, I hare neither declined, nor encowraged 
him to. 

Lady G. I am mighty glad we are so near in our way 
of blinking ; for,- to tell you the truth, he is much upon 
the same terms with me : you know he has a satirical 
turn, but never lashes any folly, without giving due en- 
comiums to its opposite virtue ; and, upon such ooca- 
aions, he is sometimes particular in turning bis compli- 
ments upon me, which I don't receive with any reserve, 
lest he should imagine I take them to myself. 

Lord T, You are right, child ; when a man of merit 
makes his addresses, good sense may give him an answer 
without scorn or coquetry. 

Lady O. Hush ! he's here— 

Enter Mr. Manly, l. o. 

Jifaxly. (l.) My lord, your most obedient. 

Lord T, (c.) Dear Manly, yours — I was thinking to 
send to you* 

Manly* (l. c.) Then I am glad I am here, my lord—- 
-Lady Grace, I luss your hands. — What, only vou two ! — 
How many visits may a man make before he falls into 
such unfashionable company I A brother and sister so- 
berly sitting at home, when the whole town is a gadding ; 
-I question if there is so particular a iHe^k-tHe again in 
the whole parish of St James's. 

Lady G. (r. c.) Fie, fie^ Mr. Manly, how eensorious 
you are I 

. Manly, I had not made the reflection, madam, but 
that I saw you an exception to it.— Where's my lady ? 
• Lord f*. That, I believe, is impossible to guess. 
" Manly, Then I won't try, my lord. 

Lord r. But, 'tis probable, I may hear of her by that 
time I have been four or five hours in bed. 

Manly, Now, if that were my case — I believe I — Bat 
I beg pardon, my lord. 

Lord 7. Indeed, sir, you shall not : you will oblige 
me if you speak out, for -X was upon this head I wanted 
to see you. 

B 3 
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Maniy, Why, then, my lord, since you oblige me to 
proceed— I have often thought that the misconduct of my 
lady has, in a g^eat measure, been owing to your lord- 
fthip's treatment of her. ' . - 

Lady 6. Bless me ! 

Lord T. My treatment ! 

MmUy, Ay, my lord ; you so idolized her before mar- 
riage, that you even indulged her like a mistre9S after 
it : in short, you continued the lover when you should 
have taken up the husband ; and so, by giving her more 
power than was needfal, she has none where she wants 
it; having such entire possession of yon, she is not mis- 
tress of herself.— ^And, mercy on us ! how many fine 
women's heads have been turned upon the same occasion I 

Lord r. Oh, Manly, 'tis too true ! there's the source 
of my disquiet ; she knows, and has abused her power. 

Manly* However, since you have had so niuch pati- 
ence, my lord, even go on with it a day or two more; 
and, upon her ladyship's next sally, be a little rounder in 
your expostulations : if that don't work — drop her some 
cool hints of a determined reformation, and leave her— - 
to breakfast upon thesi. 

Lord T. You are perfectly right How valuable is a 
friend in pur anxiety ! 

Manly. Therefore, to divert that, my lord, I beg, for 
the present, we may call another cause. 

Lady G, Ay, for goodness' sake, let us have done with 
this. 

LordT, With all my heart 

Lady G, Have you no news abroad, Mr. Manly ? 

Manly, Apropos-rl hst^e some, madam ; and I believe, 
my lord, as extraordinary in its kind 

Lord r. Pray, let us have it 

Manly, Do you knovv that your country neighbour, 
and my wise kinsman. Sir Francis Wronghead, is com- 
ing to town with his ,vvhole family ? 

Lord T. The fool ! what can be his business here ? 

Manly, Ob, of the last importance, I'll assure you — 
No less than the business of the nation; 

LordT. Exjplain. 

Manly, He has carried his election — against Sir John 
Worthland. 

Lord r. The deuce ! What ! for— for 

Manly, The famous borough of Guzzledown* 

Lord T, A proper representative, indeed ! 
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Lady G. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know iiim ? 

Manly. You have dined with him, madam, when I 
was-laat down with my lord, at Bellmont 

Lad^ G. Wa3 not that he, that got a little merry be- 
fore dinner, and overset the tea-table in making his com- 
pliments to iny lady ? 

Manly, The same. 

Lady G. Pray, what are his circumstances ! I know 
but very little of him. , . 

. Manly. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell 
you, madam. His estate, if clear, I believe, might be 
some five or six thousand pounds a year ; though, as it 
was left, him saddled with two jointures and two 
weighty mortgages upon it, there is no saying what it is. 
— But, that he might be sure never to mend it, he mar- 
ried a profuse young huzzy, for love, without a penny of 
money. Thus, having, like his brave ancestors, pro- 
vided heirs for the family (for his dove breeds like a 
tame pigeon), he now finds children and interest money 
make such a bawling about his ears', that at last he has 
taken the friendly advice of his kinsman, the good Lord 
Dan^ecourt, to run his estates two thousand pounds 
more in debt, to put the whole management of what is 
left into Paul Pillage's hands, that he may be at leisure 
himself to retrieve his affairs, by being a Parliament man. 

Lord T, A most admirable scheme, indeed ! 
. Manly. And with this politic prospect, he js now upon 
his journey to London— 
. JUJrdT. Whatcanitendin? 

Manly. Pooh ! A journey into the country again. 

LordT. Do you think he'll stir, till his money is 
gone; or, at least, till the session is over? 

Manly. If my intelligence is right, my lord, he won't 
sit long enough to give his vote for a turnpike. 
. Lord T. How so ? 

Manly. Oh, a bitter business ! he had scarcely a vote 
in the whole town, besides the returning officer. Sir 
John will certainly have it heard at the bar of the house, 
and send him about his business again. 

Lord T. Then he has made a fine business of it in- 

deed. 

Manly. Which, as far as my little interest will go, 
shall be done in as few days as possible. 

Lady G. BUt why would you ruin the poor gentleman's 
fortune, Mr. Manly ? 
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Mmalf, No, madtm, Iwoald onlj spoil hk project 
to fare bio fortnoe. 
Lady G. How are yon coooemed cnougli to do either t 
MmiUf, Wkj — ^I hare fome oUigations to tiie family , 
madam : I enjoy at thia time a pretty estate, which Sir 
Francis was heir at law to : bat, by his being a booby, 
the last will of an obstinate old nncle gave it to me. 

Enter Williams, l. o. 

WU. [To Mnhf,'\ Sb, here is one of yonr seryants, 
from your hoase, desires to speak with you. 
MmUy. Will you give him leave to come in, my lord ? 
Lord T. Sir — ^the ceremony's of yonr own making. 

IExU WUliams^ 
Enter James, l. d, 

Manhf0 Well, James, what's the matter? 

James, (l.) Sir, here is John Moody jnst come to 
town : he says Sir Francis, and all the family, will be 
here to-night, and is in a great hnrr^ to speak with you. 

Manly, Where is he f 

Jatnee, At our boose, sir: he has been gaping and 
stumping about the streets, in his diriy boots, and asking 
erery one he meets, if they can tell him where he may 
have a good lodging for a Parliament man, till he can 
hire a handsome whole house, fit for all his £unily, for 
the winter. 

Manly* I am afraid, my lord, I mast wait upon Mr. 
Moody. 

Lord T, Pr'ythee let us have him here ; he will divert 
us. 

' Manly. Oh, my lord, he's such a cub } Not but he's 
so near common sense, that he passes for a wit in the 
fiunily. 

Lady G, I beg, of all things, we may have him : I 
am in love with nature, let her dress be never so homely. 

Manly, Then desire him to come hither, James. 

[JBxit Jamest l. d. 

Lady G. Pray, what may be Mr. Moody's post ? 

Manly, Oh, his nudtre d'Aoiel, his butler, his bailiff, 
his hind, his huntsman, and sometimes his compa- 
nion. 

JLofd T. It runs in my head, that the moment this 
knight has set him down in the house, he will get up, to 
give them the earliest proof of what importance he is to 
the public in his own country. 
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Manly. Yes, and when they have heard him, he will 
find fhat his utmost importance stands valued at — some- 
times being invited to dinner. 

LadyG. And her ladyship, I suppose, will make as 
considerable a figure in^er sphere, too ? 

Manly* That you may depend upon : for (if I don't 
mi3take)'8he has ten times more of the jade in her than 
she yet knows of : and she will so improve in this rich 
soil in a month, that she will visit all the ladies that 
will let her into their houses ; and run in debt to all the 
shopkeepers that will let her into their books : in short, 
before her important spouse has made five pounds by 
his eloqtience at Westminster, she will have lost five 
hundred at dice and quadrille in the parish of St. 
James's." . 

. Litrd T, So that, by that time he is declared unduly 
elected, a swarm of duns will' be ready for their money ; 
and his worship — >will be ready for a gaol.' 

Manty\. Yes, yes, that I ceckob^will close the account 
of his hopefal journey to London. — Bat see, bere comes 
the fore-horse of the team ! 

Enter John Moody, u d. 

Oh, honest John ! 

Moody, (l.) Ad^s waunds and heart, Measter Manly ! 
I'm glad I ha' fiin ye. Lawd, lawd, give me your 
hand! Why, that's friendly naw. Flesh! I thought 
we would never ha' got hither. Well, and how do you 
do, measter ? €k>od lack ! I beg pardon for my bawld- 
ness — —I did not not see *at his honour was here. 

Lord T% (r. c.) Mr. Moody, your serviEuit : I am 
glad to see you in London : I hope all the good family 
is well. 

Moody, Thanks be praised, your honoar, they are all 
in pretty good heart: tho'f we have had a power of 
crosses upo' tl^e road. 

- Lady G. (a.) I hope my lady has had no hurt, Mr. 
Moody? 

Moody, Noa, and please* your ladyship, she was 
never in better humour : there's money enough stirring 
now. 

Mamy. (l. c.) What has been the matter, John ? 

Moody, yfhjy we came up in such a hurry, you mun 
think that our tackle was not so tight as it should be. 

Manly. Ceme. te.M us all. 



22 TUE PKOTOKED [ACT I* 

Mjord T, Come, let qb sit down. 

[Lord tmi Laiy T. and Manhf take ehairg* 

Manly, Pray how do they traTel ? 

Mo^dy. {IjQeMifg awkwardly about for c ehair. 
Finds one, and gits in it*. As ks-proeeeds with his nam* 
tion^ he draws near, tUl ks gets to l. o.] Why, i'the awld 
coach, measter ; and, 'cause my lady loves to do things 
handsome, to be sure, she would have a coople of cart- 
horsee clapped to the four old geldings, that neighbovn 
might see she went up to London in her eoach and six ; 
and so Giles Joulter, the ploughman, ride? postilion. 

Manly. Very well ! The journey sets out as it shonld 
do. [Aside."] What, do they bring all the children with 
them, too ! . 

Moody. Noa, noa, only the younk 'sqnoire, and Miss 
Jenny. The other foive are all out at board, at half-a- 
crown a head, a week, with John Orowse, at Smoke* 
dung-hill farm. 

ilfan/y. Good again! a right English academy for 
younger children ! 

Moody. Anon, sir. . [ffot understanding him* 

Lord T, And when do you expect him here, John ? 

Moody, Why, we were in hopes to ha' come yester- 
day, an it had no* been that th' awld Weftzlebellyhorss 
tired : and then we were so <iraelly loaden, that the two 
fore-wheels came crash down at once, in Waggon-mtr 
lane, and there we lost tour hours 'lore we could set 
things to rights again. 

Manly, So they bring all the baggage with the ooach 
then? 

Moody, Ay, ay, and good store on it there is. [Moody 
here draws his ehaxr to the front, and sits facing tit 
other three."] — ^Why, my lady's geer alone were as much 
as filled four portmantel trunks, beside the great deal 
box that heavy Ralph and the monkey sit o'top- on 
behind. 

LordT. ^ 

LadyG. S Ha! ha! ha! ^ 

Manly, j 

Lady G, Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many are 
they within the coach ? 

Mdody, Why, there's my lady and his worship, and 
the younk ^sqooire, and Miss Jenny, and Uie fat lapdog, 
and my lady's maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe, the 
cook, that's all. — Only Doll puked a little with riding 
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backward ; so they hoisted her into the coach box, and 
then her stomach was easy. 

l^idy G. Ob, I see them ! I see them go by me. 
Ha ! ha ( [Laughing, 

Moody. Then you mtm think, measter, there was some 
stowage iot the belly as well as the back, too : children 
are apt to be famished upon the road ; so we had such 
cargoes of flon-cake, and baskets of tongues, and bis- 
cuits, and cheese, aiKl cold boiled beef. — And then, in 
4Baae of iKickBess, bottles of chef ry brandy, plague water, 
sack, tent, and strong beer so plenty, as made th' awld 
coach crack again. Mercy upon them ! and send them 
^1 w«U to town, I say ! {Geti up, 

MtttUy, Ay, and well out on^ again, John. 

Moody. [Sits ttgainJ] Ods bud, measter! you're a- 

wise man ; and for that matter, so am I whoam's 

whoam, I say : .1 am sure we ha* got but little good e'er 
0ia we turned our backs on't. Nothing but mischief! 
Some deyirs trick or other plagued us aw the day lung. 
Crack goes one thing ! bawnce goes another ! Woa ! 
says Roger. Then, sowse ! we are all set fast in a 
slough. Whaw, cries Miss ! Scream, go the maids ! 
and bawl, just as tbo'f they were struck. And so, mercy 
Oh us ! this was the trade from morning to night But 
my lady "Was in sueh a murrain haste to be here, that set 
out she would, thof I told her it was ChUdermaa 
day« 

Manly. These ladies, these ladies, John 

Moody. Ay, measter ! I ha' seen a little of them ; 

and I find that the best when she's meAdedy won't 

ha' much goodness to spore. 

Lord T. Well said, John— Ha ! ha ! 

Maniy. I hope, at least, yon a^d your good woman 
agree still ? 

Moody. Ay, ay, much of a muchness. Bridget sticks 
to me ; tho' as for her goodhess — why, she was willing 
to come to London, too— But, hawld a bit! Noa, noa, 
says I ; there may be mischief enough done without 
you. 

Manly. Why, th^t WAS hrayely spoken, John, and 
IBce a man. 

' Moody. Ah, weast heart! were measter but hawf the 
mon.that I am-^Odds wookers I tho'f he'll speak sCantly 
woo, 8ometimes.<^Bvt then he canno' hawld k^-ne, ho 
canno' hawld if. 
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LordT. -> 

LadyG. SHa! ha! ha! 

Manly, j 

Moody, Ods flesh ! but I man hie me whoam ; the 
coach will be coming every hour naw — ^but measter 
charged me to find your worship out ; for he has hugey 
business with you ; and will certainly wait upon you, 
by that time he can put on a clean neckcloth. 

Manly. Oh, John, Fll wait upon him. 

Moody. ' ^Rising,] Why, you wonno' be so kind, 
wull ye ? 

Manly, If you'll tell me where you lodge. 

Moody. Just i' the street next to where your worship 
dwells, at the sign of the Golden Ball. — If s gold all 
over ; where they sell ribbons and fluppits, and other 
sort of geer for gentlewomen. 

Manly. A milliner's? 

Moody, (l. c.) Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly. ' TVaunds^ 
she has a couple of clever girls there, stitching i 'th' 
fore- room. 

Manly. Yes, yes, she's a woman of good business, 
no doubt on*t. — ^Who recommended that house to you, 
John? 

* Moody, The greatest good fortune in the world, sure ; 
for, as I was gaping about the streets, who should look 
out of the window there, but the fine gentleman, that 
was always riding by our coach side at York races—? 
Count Basset ; ay, that's he. 

Manly. Basset ! Oh^ I remembef ; I know him by 
sight 

Moody, 'Well, to be sure, as civil a gentleman to see 
to . 

Manly. As any sharper in town. [AHde, 

Moody, (l.) Well, measter— -> 

Lord T. My service to Sir Francis and my lady, John* 
' Lady G, And mine, pray, Mr. Moody. 

Moody. Ay, your honours; they'll be proud on't, I 
dare say. 

Manly, I'll bring my compliments myself; so, honest 
John — r- 

Moody. Dear Measter Manly I the goodness of good* 
ness bless and preserve you ! [^Exit, L. d. 

Lord T, What a natural creature, *tis ! 

Lady G, Well, I can't but tiiink John, in a wet after* 
lioon, in the country, must be very good company. 
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Lord T, Oh, the tramontane ! If this were known at 
half the quadrille tables in town, they would lay down 
their card^ to laugh at you* 

Lady G. And the minute they took them up again, 
they would do the same at the losers* — But, to let you see 
that I think good company may sometimes want cards to 
keep them together, what think you if we three sat 
soberly down to kill an hour at ombre ? 

Manly, I shall be too hard for you, madam. 

Lady G. No matter ; I shall have as much advantage 
of my lord as yoii have of mie. 

Lord T, Say you so, madam ? Have at you, then* 
Here' get thefiinhre-table and cards. [EartI, r. 

Lady G. (a.) Come, Mr. Manly — I know yon don't 
forgive me now. ... 

Manly, (l.) I don't know whether I ought to forgive 
your thinking so, madam. Where do you imagine I 
could pass my time so agreeably ? 

Xjady G. I am sorry my lord is not here to take his 
share of the^ compliment. — But he'll wonder what's be- 
come of us. lExit, R. 

Manly, It must be so— she sees I love her — ^yet with 
what unoffending deeency she avoids an explanation ! 
How amiable is every hour of her conduct I What a vile 
opinion have I had of the whole sex for these ten years 
past, which this sensible creatClre has recovered in less 
than one I Such a companion, sure, might compensate 
all the irksome disappointment that folly and falsehood 
ever gave me ! 

Could women regulate, like her, their lives, 
What halcyon days were in the gift of wives ; 
Vain rovers, then, might envy what they hate, 
' And only fools would mock the married state. 

[Exit, R. 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— Mffl. Motherly's House. 

Enter Mrs. Motherly and Count Bassst, l* 
Counts, (r.) I tell you there is not such a family ill 
England for you. Do you think I would have gone out 

c 
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of ya«r lodgings for any body timt was not iure to make 
yoa easy for the winter ? 

Mn, M, (l.) Nay, I see no&ing against it, sir, bat 
the gentlsmaa's beiag a Parliament man ; and when peo- 
ple nay, as it were, think one impertinent, or be out of 
humour, you know, when a body comes to ask for one's 
own 

Count B, Psha \ Pr^ythee, nerer trouble thy head ; 
his pay is as good as the bank.i*«Why, he has abore two 
thousand a year. 

Mrs,M. Alas-a-day, thafs nothing! your people of 
ten thousand a year, Imve ten thousand things to do 
with it. 

Counts, Nay, if you are.iEifraid of being out of your 
money, what, do you think of going a little with rae, 
Mrs. Motherly ? - 

ilfrs. ikf. As how? 

Count B. Why, I have a game in my hand, in which, 
if you help me to play it, you shall go five hundred to 
nothiag. ' 

ilfrs. JIf. Say you 'so ? Why, then, T go, sir-^and 
now, pr^ leCs see your game* 

Count B, In one word, my cards lie tbns— When I 
was down this summer at York, I happened to lodge in 
the same house with thisknighf s lady, that*s now coming 
to lodge with yon. 

Mr$. M, Is this yomr game t I would not give six* 
pence for it What, have yon a passion for ker pin- 
money ! No, no, country ladies are not so flush of iti 
Is this your way 'of making my poor niece, MyrtiUa, 
easy ? Had you not a^ letter from her this morning ? 

Counts, I have it lierif^my pocket^this is it. 

IskotM ii, and mts it up of^ain, 

Mri, M. Ay, bbt I don't fin<!^»pu have made any an- 
swer to 4t. ^ "^^Z 

Count B, How the devil can I, if f\m. wonH hear me ? 
You must know, this country knight and his lady bring 
up with them their eldest son and a daughter 

Mrs. M. Well 

Count B. The son is an unllcked whelp, about six- 
teen, just taken from school, and begins, to hanker after 
every wench in the family ; now, him we must secure 
for Myrtiila. The daughter, much of the same age ; a 
pert huzzy, who, having eight thousand pounds left her, 
by an old doting grandmother^ seems to have a devilish 
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mind to be bufty in her way to«y««^Now, what do you 8«y 
to me? 

Mr$0 M. S»y i why, I tball not sleep for thinking of 
it. But, as you gay, one for t'other, sir; I stick to that 
— ^if you don't do my niece's business with the son, I*U 
blow yon with the daaghter, depend opon't. 

Cewnt B, Pay as we go, I tell yon ; and the fire hun- 
dred shall be staked down. 

Afrt. M, That's honest 

Enter Myrtilla, r. 

So, niece, are all the roolns done out, a&d the beds 
sheeted ? 

ilfyr. (r.) Yes, madam ; btit Mr. Moody ti^Ils us, the 
lady always burns wax in her own chamber, and we 
have none in the house. 

Mrs. M, Odso ! then I must beg your pardon. Count : 
this is a busy time^ you know.' S.^^i ^ 

Count B, (l.) Myrtilla, how dost thou do, child ? 

Myr, As well as 9 losing gamester can. 

Count B, Pshal hang these melancholy thoughts! 
Suppose I should help thee to a good husband ? 

A/yr. I suppose you'll think any one good enough, 
that will take me off your bandd. 

Count B, What do you think of the young country 
Tsquire, the heir of the family th^fs coming to lodge 
here? 
. Jliyr. How should I know what to think of him ? 

Count B, Nay, I only give you the hint, child ; it may 
be worth your while at least to look about you. 

Enter Mrs. Motherly, tn haste^ l. 

Jlfr«. M, (l.) Sir ! sir ! the gentleman's coach is at the 
door ; they are all come. 

Count B. What, already ? 

ilfr«. M. They are jiist getting out! Won't you step, 
and lead in my lady ? Do you be in the way, niece ; I 
must run and receive them, r£xt/, l. 

Count B. And think of what 1 told you. [Exit, l. 

Myr. A faithless fellow ! I am sure I have been true 
to him ; and, for that only reason, he wants to be rid of 
me. But while women are weak, men will be rogues* 

Enter Mrs. Motherly, showing in Lady Wromohead, 
L., led by Count Basset, l. 

MrsmM. (l.) If your ladyship pleases to walk into 

C2 
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tfiis parlour, madam, only for the present, till yonr ser- 
vants have got all your things in 

Lady W, Well, dear sir, this is so infinitely obliging 
— I protest it gives me pain, though, to turn you out of 
your lodging <hus. ' 

C^uni B, No trouble in the least, madam ; we single 
fellows are soon moved : besides, Mrs. Motherly 's my 
old acquaintance, and I could not be her hinderance. 

Mrs, M, The Count is so well bred, madam, I dare 
say he would do a great deal more to accommodate your 
ladyship. 

Lady W. O, dear madam ! — A good, well-bred sort of 
a woman. [Apart to the Count, 

Count B, Oh, madam, she is very much among people 
of quality ; she is seldom without them in her house. 

Lady W. Are there a good many people of quality in 
this street, Mrs. Motherly ? 

, Mrs. M. Now your ladyship is here, madam, I don't 
believe there is a house without them. 

L<idy W. I am mighty glad of that ; for, really, I 
, think people of quality should always live among one 
another. 

Count B. It is what dne would choose, indeed, madam. 

Lady W, Bless me ! but where are the children all 
this while ? 

Sir Fran, [ Within,'] John Moody I stay you by the 
coach, and see all our things out — Come, children. 

Enter Sir Francis, 'Squire Richard, and Miss 

Jenny, l. 

Sir Fran, (l.) Well^ County I mun say it, this was 
koynd, indeed; 

CountB. (L.C.) Sir Francis, give me leave to bid you 
welcome to London. 

Sir Fran, (l. c.) Psha! how dost do, mon? ^ 

Waunds, I'm glad to see thee ! a good sort of a house 
this. 

Count B, (c.) Is not that Master Richard ? 

Sir Fran. By, ey, that's young hopeful. — Why dost 
not haw, Dick ? 

'Squire R, (l.) So I do, feyther. 

Count B, Sir, I^m glad to see you. — ^T protest Mrs. 
Jane is grown so, I should not have known her. 

Sir Fran, Come forward, Jenny. - . 

Jenny, (l.) Sure, papa! do you tliink I don't know 
how to behave myself? 
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Count B, [CroMe« to Jenny^X If I haTe permiMion to 
approach her, Sir Francii — 

Jenny. Lord, Sir, I'm in snch a frightful pickle f [SoIkU*. 

Count B. (l.) Every dress that's proper must become 
you, madam — ^yoa have been a long journey. 

Jenny. I hope you will see me in a better to*morrow, 
sir. [Lady Wronghead (r. c.) whiipers Mr», Motherly^ 
pointing to HyrtUia^ back of u e. 

Mr9. ilf. Only a niece of mine, madam, that lires with 
me : she will be proud to give your ladyship any assist* 
ance in her power. 

Lady W, (c) A pretty soit of a younf woman — 
Jetiny) yon twt «iiuflt be acquainted. 

Jenny. Oh, li^mma, I am never strange in a stranse 
place. lAUuteo MyrtiUm. 

ilfyr. (l.) You dome a great deal of honour, madam. — 
Madam, your ladysfaip^s welcome to London.. 

Jenny, 'Mamma, 1 like her prodigiously ; she called 
me my ladyship. 

'Squire R, (l. c.) Pray, mother, mayn't I be acquainted 
with her too 1 

liody W, You, you clown ! stay till you learn a Uttit 
more breeding first. 

Sir Fran, Od's heart, my Lady Wronghead ! why do 
you baulk the lad ? How should he ever Mam breeding, 
if he does not put himself forwards 

'Squire R'. Why, ay, feyther, does mother think, that 
I'd be uncivil to her ? (Goee to her. ) 

Myr, Master has so much good humour, madam, he 
would soon gain upon any body. [He kissee Myrtiila, 

'Squire R. (l.) Lo you there^ mother ! an you would 
but be quiet, she and I should do well enough. . 

Lady W* Why^ how now,, sirrah I boys mast not be 
so familiar. 

'Squire R, Why, au' I know nobody, how the murrain 
mun I pass my time here, in a strange place ? Naw you 
and I, and sister, forsopth, sometimes ip an afternoon, 
may play at one thirty boneaoe, purely. 

Jenny. Speak for yourself, sir ; d'ye think I play at 
such clownish games ? 

'Squire R. Why, an yon won't, yo* ma* let it alone ; 
then she and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at all fours, 
without you. 

Sir Fran. Noa, noa, Dick, that won't do neither : you 
mun learn to make one at ombre, here, child.' 

c9 
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Myr. If master pleases, I'll show it htm. 

'Squire R. What, the Uumber ! Hoy day ! why, does 
oar river run to this tawn, fey ther ? 

Sir Fran. Pooh ! you silly tony ! Ombre is a geam at 
cards that the better sort of people play three together at. 

'Squire R. Nay, the more the merrier, I say ; but 
3ister is always so cross-grained 

Jenny. Lord ! this boy is enough to deaf people — and 
one has really been stuffed up in a coach so long, that 

Pray, madam — ^could I, not get a litle powder 

for my hair f 

. Myr, If you please to .come along with- me, madam. 

[Exeunt MyrtUla and Jenny, r. 

'Squire R. What, has sister taken her away, naw ? 
Mess, I'll go and have a little game with them. 

• • [^Exit tiffier them. 

Lady W. (r. c.) Well, count, I hope you won't so far 
change your lodgings, but you will come, and be at home 
here sometimes. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, prVthee come and -take a bit of 
mutton with us, naw and tan, when thou^st naught 
to do. . 

Count B. Well, Sir Francis^ you shall find I'll make 
but very; little ceremony. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay, now, thafs hearty ! 

Mrs. M. Will your, ladyship please to refresh your- 
self with a dish of tea, after your fatigue ? 

Lady W. If you please, Mrs. Motherly ; but I believe 
we had best have it above stairs. 

[Exit Mr$. Motherly y R. s. e. 
Won*t you walk up, sir f 

Sir Fran, (l.) Moody t 

Counts. (r.c.) ShaVt we stay for Sir Francis, 
madam? 

Lady W. (r.) Lard, don't mind him ! He wUl come if 
he likes it. 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay, ne*er heed me — I have things to 
look after. [Exeunt Lady Wronghe^ and 

Count Basset, R. s. e. 

Enter _ J OHH Moody, l. 

Moody, (l.) Did your worship want muh f 

Sir Fran, (l.) Ay, is the coach cleared, and all our 

things in ? 

Moody, Aw but a few band-boxes, and the nook tfaat*tf 

left o'the goose poy. — 33ut, a plague on hiui, the monkey 
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has gin us the slip, I thiiik7~I suppose he*s goon to sen 
his relations ;/ for here looks to be a poWer of um in this 
' tawn— ^but heavy Ralph has shawered after blm. ^ 

Sir Fran. Why, let him go to the devil ! no matter 

^and the hawnds had had him a month agoe. — But I wish 

^the coach and horses were got safe to the inn ! This is 

a sharp tawn, we mun look about us here, John ; there* 

fore, I would have you go along with Roger, and see 

that nobody runs away with them before they get to the 

stable. 

Moody. Alas a day ! sir, I believe our awld cattle 

won't yeasly be run away with to-night but, how- 

somdever, we'st ta' the best care we can of um, poor 
sawls. 

Sir Fran, Well, well, make haste then— — .- 

[Moody goes out L., and returns. 
Moody. Od's flesh ! here's Mr. Monly come to wait 
upo' your worship ! 
Sir Fran. Where is he? 
Moody. -Just coming in at threshould. 
Sir Fran* Then go about your business. 

[Exit Moody, L. 

Enter Manly.l. 

Cousin Manly ! sir, I am your very humble servant. 
. Manly, (l.) I heard you w^re come. Sir Francis, — 
and— 

Sir Fran, (c.) Od's heart ! this was so kindly done of 
you, naw ! 

Manly. (l.c^ I wish you may think it so, cousin ! 
. for, I confess, I should have been better pleased to have 
seen you in any other place* 

Sir Fran. (r. c). How soa, sir ? 

Manly, (c.) Nay, 'tis for your own sake ; I'm not 
concerned. / 

Sir Fran. Look you, cousin ; thof I know yon wish 

. me well, yet I don't question I shall give you such 

weighty reasons for what I have done, that yon will say, 

sir, this is the wisest journey that ever 1 made in my 

life. 

Manly, I think it ought to be, cousin ; for I believe 
you will find it the most expensive one-^your election 
did not cost you a trifle, I suppose ? 

Sir Fran. Why, ay ! it's true ! That— that did lick a 
little ; but if a man's wise (and hav'u't fawned yet that 
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I'm a fool), there are rmyB^ ooaiio, to lick one's self 
whole again. 
Manly, Nay, if you have that secret— ~* 
SirFran, Bon't you be fearful, cousin-^you'll find 
that I know something. 

Manly » If it be anything for your good, I should b^ 
glad to know It too. 

Sir Fran. In short, then, I have a friend in a corner^ 
that has let me a little into what's what at WeHtminster 
— that's one thing. 

Manly. Very well ! bnt What good is that to do yon ? 

Sir Fran, Why not me as muth as it does other folks f 
. Manly, Other people, I doubt, hafe tiie adrantage of 
dif!brent qualifications. 

Sir Fran, Why, ay ! there's it, naw ! youll say that 
I have lived all my days i* th' country — what then ? — ^I'm 
o* th' quorum — I have been at sessions, and 1 have made 
speeches there ! ay, and at vestry too — and, mayhap, 
they may find here — that I have brought my tongue up 
to town with me I D'ye take me naw f ^ 

Mardy, If I take your case right, cousin, I am afraid 
the first occasion you will have for your eloquence here 
will be, to show tiiat you have any right to make use of 
it at all. 

Sir Fran, How d'ye mean ? 

Manly, That Sir John Worthland has lodged a peti- 
tion against you. 

Sir Fran, Petition! why, ay! there let it lie-rwe'll 
find a way to deal with that, I warrant you !— Why, you 
forget, cousin. Sir John's i' the wrong side, mon. ! 

Manly, I dqubt^ Sir Francis, that will do you but 
little service ; for, in cases very tiotonous, which I take 
yours to be, there is such a thing as a short day and des- 
patching them immediately. 

Sir Fran, With all my heart ! the sooner 1 send him 
home again the better. 

Manly, And this is the scheme ypii have laid down to 
repair your fortune t 

Sir Fran, In one word, cousin, I think it my duty !— • 
The Wrongheads have been a considerable family ever 
since England was England : and, since the world knows 
il have talents wherewithal, they sha'n't say it's my 
fault, if I don't make as good a figure as any that ever 
were at the head on't. 

Manly, Nay, this project, as you have laid it, will 
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eome up to any thing yonr ancestors have done these five 
hundred years. 

Sir Fran, And let me alone to work it : . mayhap I 
kavVt'told you* all, neither 

Manly, You astdnish me ! what, and is it fall as prac^ 
tlcable as what you have told me ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, thof I say it— every whit, cousin. — 
You'U find that I have more irons i' the fire than one ; I 
doan't come of a fool's errand ! 
f . Manly, Very well. 

Sir Fran. In a word, my wife has -got a friend at 
court, as well as myself, and her dowghter Jenny is naw 
pretty well grown up 

Manly, lAside.'\ And what, in the devil's name, would 
he ()o with the dowdy ? 

' Sir Fran, Naw, if I doan^t lay it in for a husband for 
her, mayhap, i' this tawn^ she may be looking out far 
herself 

Manly,' Not ublikely. 

Sir Fran, Therefore, I have some thoughts of getting 
her to 4)0 maid of honour. 

Manly, I Aside."] Oh, he has taken my breath away ! 
but I must hear him out. — Pray, Sir Francis, do you 
think her education has yet qualified her for a court. 

Sir Fran, Why, the girl is a little too mettlesome, it's 
true ; but she has tongue enough : she woan't be dash'd ! 
Then she shall learn to daance forthwith, and that will 
soon teach her how to stond still, you know. 

Manly, Very well ; but when she is thus accomplished, 
you must still wait for a vacancy. 

Sir Fran, Why, I hope one has a good chance for that 
every day, cousin ; for, if I take it right, that's a post 
that folks are not more willing to get into than they are 
to get out of. — It*s like an orange-tree, upon that accawnt 
— ^it will bear blossoms^ and fruit, that's ready to drop, 
at the same time* 

Manly, Well, sir, you best know how to make good 
your pretensions ! But, pray, where is my lady, and my 
young cousin ? I should be glad to see them, too. 

Sir Fran, She is but just taking a dish of tea with the 
count and my landlady — I'll call her down. 

Manly, No, no ; if she's engaged, I shall call again. 

Sir Fran, Odsheart ! but you mun see her naw, cousin ; 
what ! the best friend I have in the world ! — Here^ 
sweetheart! [To a Servant witkaut, K.] pr^ythee, desire 
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the lady and the gentleman to come down a bit ; tell 
her, here's coiisin Manly come to wait upon her* 

Manly. Pray, sITj who inay the gentleman be t 

Sir Fran, You mun know him, to be rare ; why, M 
Count' Basset* 

Manly. Oh, is it he 1 — Your family will be inimtely 
Jiappy in his acquaintanoe* 

Sir Fran. Troth, I think so too : he's the eif llest man 
that eve/ 1 knew in my life. — Vi^hy, here he would go out 
of his own lodgings, at an hour's warning, purely to 
oblige my family. Wasn^t that kind, naw ? . 

Manly, Extremely cifii — ^the family is in admirable 
hands already ! [Aside* 

Sir Fran, Then my lady likes him hugely-^all the 
time of York races, she would never be without him. 

Manly, That was happy, indeed ; and a prudent man, 
you know, should . always take care that his wife may 
have innocent company. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay ! that's it ! and I think there 
could not be such another ! 

Manly. Why, truly, for her purpose. I think not 

Sir Fran, Only naw and tan, be->-he stonds a leetle 
too much upon ceremony ; that's his fault. 

Manly, Oh, never fear ! he'll mend that every day.--* 
Mercy on us ! what a head he has ! {Aside, 

Sir Fran, So, here they come ! 

Enter Lady Wronghead, and Count Basset, r. 

Lady W, (r. c.) Cousin Manly, this is infinitely 
obliging ; I am extremely glad to see you. 

Mav^. (l. c.) Your most obedient servant, madam; 
I am glad to see your ladyship look so well, after your 
journey. 

Lady W, Why, really, coming to London is apt to 
put a Httle more life in one's looks. 

Manly. Yet the way of living, here, is very apt to 
deaden the complexion — and, give me leaTe to tell you, 
as a friend, madam, you are come to the worst place in 
the world, for a good woman to grow better in. 

Lady W. Lord, cousin ! how should people ever make 
any figure in life, ihat are always moped up in the 
country ? 

Count B, (a.) Your ladyship certainly takes the thing 
in a quite right light, madam, (l. c.) Mr. Manly, your 
humble servant^ a hem. 
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Manhj, FanulJir puppy! [Jnde.] Sir, yovr most 

obedient 1 must be civil to the rascal, to cover my 

suspicion of him. [Aside. 

Sir Pranei$ retires up the stage and sita. 

Count B, Wqj you at White's this morning, sir? 

Manly, Yes^ sir, I just called in. ' 

Count B* Pray— "what— —was there any thing done 
there? 

Manly, Much a9U0ual, sir j th« same daily carcasses, 
and the same crova about them. 

Count B, The Demoiyre baronet had a bloody tumble 
yesterday. 

Manly, 1 hope, air, you had your share of him ? 

Count B, No, *faith ; I came in when it was all over 
— >I think I jufrt made a couple of bets with him, took 
up a cool 'hundred, and so weirt to the King's Arms. 

Lady TF. (c.) What a genteel easy manner he has ! 

[Aside, 

Manly, A very hopeful acquaintance I have made 
hisre I [AsUi. 

Enter 'SadiRE Richard, r., with a wet hrown Paper on 

hUt Face, 

Sir Fran, [Rising and coming forward,^ How naw, 
J>ick ; what's the matter with thy forehead, lad ? 

'Squire JR. (r.) I ha' gotten a knock upon'L 

Lady W* And how did you come by it, you heedless 
creature ? 

'Squire R, (t. o.) Why, I was but running after sister, 
and Mother yonng woman, into a little room just naw ,* 
and 10 with that they slapped the door fifll in my face, 
mid gave me such a whurr here — I thought they had 
beaten my brains out ; so I got a dab of wet brown paper 
here, to swa|^ it a wh^^.. 

Ladu TV, They served you right enough ; will you 
never have done with your horse play ? 

Sir Fran, (r. c.) Pooh, never heed it, lad ; it will bf 
well by to-morrow^ the boy has a strong head. 

Manly, Yes, truly, hi3 skull seems to be of a com- 
fortable thickness ! [Aside* 

Sir Fran, Come, Dick, here^s cousin Manly—Sir, this 
is your godson. 

* Squire R, [Crossing to Jlfoaly] Honoured godfeyr 
ther ! I crave leave to ask your blessing. 

M^tdy, Thou hast it, child ; and, if it will do thee any 
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good, may it be to make thee, at least, as wise a man as 
thy father ? 

£n^^ Miss Jenny^ and Mrs. Motherly, r 

Lady W. Oh, here's my daughter, too ! Miss Jenny, 
don't you see your cousin, child ? 

Manly, And as- for thee, my pretty dear, [Salutes her] 
mayst thou be, at least, as good a woman as thy mother ! 

Jenny, (l. c.) I wish I may ever be so handsome, sir. 

Manly. Hah, Miss Pert ! now that's a thought that 
seems to haye been hatched in the girl on this side High- 
gate i [Aside. 

Sir Fran. Her tongue Is a little nimble, sir. 

Lady W. That's only from her country education. Sir 
Francis.. You know she has been kept too long there, 
so I brought her to London, sir, to learn a little more 
reserve and modesty. 

Manly. Olr, the best place in the world for it ! every 
woman si)e meets wiU teach her something of it. There's 
the good gentlewoman in the house looks like a knowing 
person ; even she, perhaps, will be so good as to show 
her a little London behaviour. 

\^ Squire and Jenny retire up the Stage, and 
play awkwardly. 

Mrs, M,^lBack q/*c.] Alas, sir, miss won't stdnd long 
in need of my instructions ! 

Manly. That, I dare say. — ^What thou canst ffeach her, 
she will soon be mistress of. [Aside. 

Mrs.'M. If she does, sir, they shall always be at her 
service. 

.Lady W. Veiy obliging, indeed, Mrs, Motherly ! 

Sir Fran. Very kind and civil, truly \ I think we are 
got into a mighty good hawse here. 

Manly. Oh yes ; and very friendly company. 

' Count B. Humph ! 'Egad I don't like his looks—he 

seems a little smoky — I believe I had as good brush ofT/ 

If I stay, I don't know but he may ask me some odd 

questions. [Aside. 

Manly. Well, sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the family. 

Count B, It is very true, sir — I was just thinking of 
going. — He don't care to leave me, I see ; but it's no 
matter, we have time enough. [Aside.] — ^And so, ladies, 
without ceremony, your humble servant. 

[Exit, L. and drops a Letter. 
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tody W. Ha ! nthat paper's this ! Some billet-doux, 
111 lay my life ; but this is no place to examine it 

[Puts ii in her pocket. 

Sir From. Why in sach haste, cousin ? - 

[Jenny leaves the Squire , emd comes forward, 

Manly^ Oh, my lady must have a great many affairs 
upon her hands, after such a journey ! 

Lady W, I believe, sir, I shall not haye much less 
every day while I stay in this town, of one sort or other.- 

Manly. Why, truly, ladies seldom want employment 
here, madam. 

Jenny, (l. c«) And mama did not come to it to be 
idle, sir. 

Manly. Nor you neither, I dare say, my young mis- 
tress? 

Jenny. I hope not, sir. 

Maniy. Ha, Miss Mettle ! [Sir P. crosses, l.] Where 
are you going, sir ? 

Sir Fran. Only to see yon to the door, sir. 

Manly. Oh, Sir Francis, I loye to come and go with- 
out ceremony ! 

Sir Fran, (l.) Nay, sir, I most do as you will, have 
me — ^your humble servant. [Exit Manly, L. 

Jenny. This cousin Manly, papa, seems to be but of 
an odd sort of a crusty humour ; I don't like him half so 
.well as the count. [Returns to 'Squire. 

Sir. Fran. Pooh'! that's another thing, child. Cousin 
is a little proud, indeed ! but, however, you mudt always 
be civil to him, for he has a deal of money ; and nobody 
knows who he may give it to. 

['Squire and Jenny fighting in the iMukground. 

Lady W. Psha ! a fig for his money ! you . have so 
many projects of late, about money, since you are a Par- 
liament man ! What, we must make oarselves slaves to 
his impertinent humours, eight or ten years, perhaps, in 
hopes to be his heirs ! .and then he will be just old 
enough to marry his maid. 

Mirs. M. Nay, for that matter, madam, the town says 
he is going to be married already. 

Sir Fran. (l. c.) Who ! cousin Manly ? 

Lady W. To whom, pray? 

Mrs, M. Why, is it possible your ladyship should 
know nothing of it? To my Lord Townly's sister. 
Lady Grace ! 
' Z«dy TT. (l.) Lady Grace ! 
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Mtr§, JIf, Dtftr M«4am, it ha* been in tfte ntmsgaaptn, 

Ladf W. I doQt like tii«t> neither. 

I* Squire cornea forward^ L. 

Sir Fran, (a. c.) Naw I do ; for tlien it'« iikel^ it 
Hwyn't be true. 

lAidy W. iAnde,} If it is not too.far gone, at least it 
may be worth one's while to throw a rab in his way. 

^Sfmrt R. (l.) Pray, feyther, haw long will it be to 
supper f {Jemmif €9me»fcrwardy Rh 

Sir Fran. Odso, that's froe! Step to the cooic, lad, 
and ask what she can get us. 

Mrs, M, If you please, sir, I'll order one of my maids 
to show her where she may have any thing you have a 
mind to. .[£xil, r. 

Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 

^Squire i?. (c.) Odds flesh ! what is not it i*the hawse 
yet 1 I shall be famished— but Jiawld ! I'll go and ask 
Doll, an there's none o' the goose poy left. 

Sir Fran, (c.^ Do so— and, dost hear, Dick ? see if 
there's e*er a bottle o'the strong beer that came i' th' 
coach with us : if there be, clap a toast in it^ and bring 
it up. 

'Squire R. (l.c.) With a little nutmeg and sugar, 
shawn'a I, feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay; as.theeaBd I always drink it fi>r 
breakfast. Go thy ways. [ExU *SfHire Rieh,^ a. 

LaOy W. This boy is always thinking of his belly. 

Sir Fron. Why, my dear, you may allow him to be a 
little hiingry after his journey. 

hady W. Nay, even breed him year own way. Hs 
has been cramming, in or out of the coach, all this day, 
I am sure. I wish my poor girl could eat a quarter as 
much. 

Jenny, (l.) Oh, as f«r that, I could eat a great deal 
more, mamma : but then, mayhap, I ahoald grow coarse, 
like him, and sp<Hl my shape. [Cresses 49 a. 

Emttr 'SauiHB RicHAftD^ wiih a full Tankmrd, l. 

'Squire R. (l.) Here, feyther, I ha* browght it It^ 
well I went as I did ; for our Doll had Just bak*d a 
toast, and was going to drink it herself. 

Sir Fran. (l. c.) Why, tiienj here's to thee, Dick ! 

[X/TfllrCf. 

"'Squire R. Thonk you, feyther. 
Lady W. (a. c.) Lord, Sir Francis, I wonder you can 
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(encouRige the boy to swill so uracil of that lubberly 
Uqnor ! It's eaoiigh to make khs quite slopid ! 

*tSfptire R, Why it never harts me, mother ; and I sleep 
like a hawnd after it. - , ' IDrinks, 

iSKrFnm. I am lure I ha' drank it these tkkty years, 
a|id, by yoqr leaye, madam, I doot know tluit 1 want 
Wit, ha! ha! 

Jenny, (r.) But you might hare had a great deal 
iBore, papa, if you woold hare been governed by my 
Mother. 

/S^rFnm. Danghter^i be that is goT^ned by bis wilb 
has no wit at all. 

Jenny, Then I -hope T ^all marry a foel, sir; fot 
1 lore to gorern, dearly ! [^ms ab0mi. 

**^ Fran, You are toe pert, child ; it don't do well 
Ib a young woman. 

Lady W. Pray, Sir FVaneis, don't snub her; she has 
a fine growing spirit, and if you check her so, you will 
make her as dull as her brother there. 

^Squire R. [After a long draughtJ] Indeed, mother, I 
think my sister is too forward. 

Jenny, [Back qfc] You t you think Fm too imwardt 
Sure, brother mud! your head's too heavy to think of 
any thing but your belly. 

Lady W. Well said, mrss \ He's none of your master, 
though he is youir elder brother. 

'Squire R, No, ^or she shawnt be my Bdstreis, while 
she's younger sister. 

Sir Fran. Well said, Biek I Show them that stawt 
liquor makes a stawt heart, lad ! 

'Squire R. So I will ! and I'll driak agen, Ibr all her. 

IMhvUu. 

Enter John Moody, l. * 

Sir Fran, (c.) So, John, how are the horses? 

Moody, (l.) Troth, sir, I ha* na' good opiniOB e^lhis 
tawB ; it's made up o* mischief, I think. 

[Lady W, retires up the stage, and stfsi. 

Sir Fran. Whaf s the matter naw ? 

Moody. Why, I'll tell your worship — ^before we were 
gotten to the street end, with the coach, here, a great 
luggerheaded cart, with wheels as thick as a briok wall, 
laid hawld ot, and has p^'d it aw to bits — eraok went 
the perch- ! down goes the coach ! and wang says the 

d2 
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glaiset all to shivers ! Marcy vpou ns ! and this be 
Z/mdon, Vould we were aw weel in the country ageen ( 

Jenny, (r.) What hare yott to ^do, to wish ns all in 
the conntiy again, Mr. Lubber ? I hope we shall not go 
into the country again these soven years^ mamma ; let 
twenty coaches be pulled to pieces. 

Sir Fran. Hold your tongue, Jenny. Was Roger in 
no iault in all this ? 

Moodtf, Nor, sir, npr I neither. Are not yow asham- 
e(|, says Roger to the carter, to do such' an unkind thing 
by strangers t *Noa, says he, you bumpkin. Sir, he did 
the thing on very purpose ! [Jenny retiree, and st<«.] 
and so the folks said that stood by. Very well, says 
Roger, yow shall see what our meyster will say to ye. 
Your-meyster, says he ; your meyster may kiss my — and 
so he clapp'd his hand just there, and like your worship. 
Flesh t I thought they had better breeding in this town. 

Sir Fran, (c) I'll teach this rascal some, I'll war* 
rant him ! Oddsbud, if I take him in hand, I'll play the 
devil with jiim ! 

'Squire R, (r.) Ay, do, feyther ; have him before tha 
Parliament. 

Sir Fran* Oddsbud, and so I will ! I will make him 
know who I am. Where does he live ? 

Moody, I believe in London, sir. 

Sir Fran. What's the rascal's name f 

Moody. I think I heard somebody call him Dick. 

*Squire R. What ! my name f 

Sir Fmn. Where did he go f 

Moody. Sir, he went home. f^ Squire retires. 

Sir Fran. Where's that? 

Moody. By my troth, sir, I doan't know ! I heard 
him say he would cross the same street again to-morrow ; 
and if we had a mind to stand in his way, he would pool! 
us oyer and over again. 

Sir Fran. Will he so ? Odzooks, get me a constable ! 

Lady W. [Coming forward, r.I Pooh, get you a good 
•opper! Come, Sir Francis, don^t put yourself in a heat 
for what can't be helped. Accidents will happen to 
people that travel ^abroad to see the world. Kor *my 
part, I think it*s a mercy it was not overturned before 
we were all out onH. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay, tbat*s,true again, my dear. 

Idbiy Wi Therefore, see, to-morrow, tf we c(ui l^uy 
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one at second hand, for present use ; ao bespeak a new 
one, and then airs easy. 

Moody. Why, troth, sir, I don*t think this could have 
held you above a day longer. 
Sir Fran. D'ye think so, John ? 
Moody. Why, you ha* had it ever since your worship 
were high sherifl; 

Sir Fran. Why, then, go and see what Doll has got 
us for supper ; and conic, and get off my boots. 

[Exeunt Sir Francis and Moody ^ l. 
Lady W. [Jenny comes forward^ In the mean time, 
miss, do you step to Handy^ and bid her get some fresh 
night-clotiies. ' [Exit. 

Jenny. Yes, mamma, and some for myself, too. 
'Squire R. Odds flesh ! and what mxm I do all alone ? 
I'll e'en seek out where t'other pratty miss is. 
And she and I^ll go play at cards for kisses. 
[Drinks, and, while drinking , Jenny goes behind him, 
and pushes his head forwaird.^^Exeunt ^Squire amd 
Jenny, fighting. 

END or ACT lU 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.-^Lord Towuly*s House. 

Enter JjoRT> Toy/ SLY, l., and Williams, iu 

LordT. (c.) Who's there r 
JVU. (r.) My lord i 

UrdT. Bid them get dinner. [BxU ir«2ftcmf , lu 
Lady Grace, your servant 1 

Enter Lady Osace, r. 

Lady G. (r.) What! is the house up already ?— My 
lady is not dressed yet 

Lord T. (l. a) No matter— if s five o'clock— she may 
break my rest, but she shall not alter my hours. 

Lddy G. (r. c.) Nay, you need not fear that now, for 
she dines abroad. 

. Lord T That, I suppose, is only an excuse for her not 
being ready yet 

Lady G. No, upon my word, she is engaged in com- 
pany. 

D 3 



4S THE PROTOKED [aOT III. 

Jjord ^. Bat| pr'ytheey sister, whal^hiunoiir is she in 
to-day ? 

' Lady G. Oh, in tip-top spirits, I can assure you I — 
She won a good deal last night. 

Lord T. I know no difference between her winning or 
losing, while she continues her course of life. 

Lady G. However, she is better in good humour, 
tha» bad. 

Lord T» Much alike : when she is in good humour, 
dther people only are the better for it — when in a very 
ill humour, then, indeed, I seldam £ul to have a share 
of her. 

Lady G. Well, we won't talk of that now. — Does any 
body dine here ? 

Lard T, Manly promised me>*By the way, madam, 
' what do you think of ids last conversation 7 

,Lady G. I am a little at a stand about it. 

'Lord r. How so ? 

Lady G. Wby-r-I have received a letter this morning, 
that shows him a very different man from what I thought 
him. 

Lord T, A letter ! from whom? 

Lady G. That I don't luiow : but there it is. 

IGives a letter. 

Lord T. Pray let's see [Reads. 

**■ The inclosed, madam, fell accidently into my hands ; 
if it no way concerns you, you will only have the trouble 
of reading this, from your sincere friend an^ humble 
^ servant, unknown, &c/' 

Lady G.*And this was the inclosed. [Gwe9 anotkerm 

Lord r. [Reads^l 
<< To Charles Manly, lE$q. 

** Your manner of living with Ikie of late convinces 
me, that I now fiprow as painful to you as to myself; 
but, however, though you can love me no longer, 1 hope 
you will not let me live worse than I did, tefore I lef^ 
vn honest income, for the vain hopes of being ever your^. 

♦* Myrtilla Dope.** 

'^'P.S. 'Tis above four months since I received a 
shilling from you." 

Lady G. What think you now t * 

Lord T. I am considering^ ' 

Lady G. You see it's directed to him ? 

Lord T, That's true ; but the postscript seems to be 
a reproach that, I think, he is pot capable of deserving. 
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Lady G. But who ^tild hare oonceni enotigh to send 
it to me r 

Lord T, I have obserred, that theee sort of letters from 
unknown friends generally come from secret enemies. 

Lady G. .l¥hat would yoa have me do in it? 

Lord T, What I think yon ought to do — ^fairly show 
it him, and say I advised yon to it 

Lady G, Will not that have a very odd look from me? 

LordT, Not at all, if yon use my name in it; if he is 
innocent, his impatience to appear so will discover his 
regard to you. If he is guilty, it will be the best way 
of preventing his addresses. 

IjoAy G» Bnt what pretence have I to put him oat of 
countenance? 

Lotd T. I. can't think there's any fear of that 
. \Lady 6. Pray, what is it you do think, then ? 

Lord T. Why, certainly, that it*s much more probable 
this letter may be all an artifice, than that he is in the 
least concerned in it 

Enter Williams^ u 

WiU Mr. Manly, my lord. [£xtV, l. 

Lord T, Do you receive him, while I step a minute to 

my lady. [Exit. 

Enier Manly, l. 

Manly, (l.) Madam, your most obedient«-they told 
me my lora was here. 

Lady G, (r.) He will be here presently ; he is but 
Just gone in to my sister. 

Manly, (l. c.) So, then, my lady dines with us? 

Lady G. No ; she is engaged. 

Manly, IHiope you are not of her party, madam ? 

Lady G. (r. o.) Not till after dinner. 

Manly, And pray how may she have disposed of the 
rest of the day ? 

LadyG, Much as usual: she has visits till about 
eight ) after that, till court time, she is to be at qua- 
drille, at Mrs. Idle's ; After the drawing-room, she takes 
a short supper with my Lady Moonlight; and from 
thence they go together to my Lord Nob^'s assembly. 

Manly. And are yon to do all this with her, madam ? 

Lady 6. Only a few of the visits : • I would, indeed, 
have drawn her to the play ; but I doubt we have so 
much upon our hands, that it will not be practicable. 
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Mamfy» Bot how eaa you forbev ill- the rest of it t 

Lady G. There is no great merit in forbearing what 
ose is not charmed with. 

MmU^, And yet I hare found that very difficult in my 
time. 

JLadjf G. How do you mean f 

Manly. Why, I have passed a gteat deal of my lifil 
in the hurry of the ladies, though I was generally better 
pleased when I was at quiet without them. 

Lady G. What indaced you, then^ to be with them ? 

Manly, Idleness and the fashion. 

Lady G. No mistresses in the case ? 

JMoa^. To speak honestly — ^jres*— ^Being often in 
the toy-shop, there was no forbearing the baubles. 

Lady Q, And of course, I suppose,' sometimes you 
wete tempted to pay for them^ twice as much aa they 
W6re worth ? 

Manly. Madam! 

Lady G. FU be free with yon, Mr. Manly*^ don^t 
know a man in the world, that, in appearance, might 
better pretend to a woman of the first merit, than your- 
aelf : and yet I have a reason in my hand, here, to think 
you have yoor failingf • 

Manly, I have, infinite, madam t bnt I am sure the 
want of an implicit respect for you is not among the 
number — Pray what is in your hand, madam ? 

Lady G, Nay, sir, I have no title to it; for the directioB 
is to you. [Gives him a letter. 

Manbf, To me ! I don't remember the hand. 

[lUada to himself. 

Lady G. I can^t perceive any change of guili in him ; 
and his surprise seems natural. [Aeide."] Give me leave 
to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. Manly, that I 
should never have shown you this, but that my brother 
enjoined me to it. 

Manly. I take that to proceed from my lofd's good 
opinidh of me, mad4m. ' 

Lady G. I hope, at least, it will stand as ttn excuse, 
for my taking this liberty. 

Manly. I never yet saw you do any thing, madam, 
that wanted an excuse ; and I hope you will not give me 
an instance to the contrary, by refusing the favour I am 
going to aak you. 

Lady G. I don't believe I shall refuse any that yea 
think proper to ask. 



Mimlf, Only this, madaiD, to indslge me 80 far aa to 
let me know how this letter came into your hands. 
Lady G. Inclosed to me in this without a name, 
Mtmly. If there be no secret in the contents, 

madam 

Lady G, Why — ^there is an impertinent insinuation in 
il ! but, as I know your good sense will think it so too, 
1 will venture to trust you. 
^ Manly. You'll oblige roe, madam. 

[He takes the other letter^ and reads. 

■ Lady G. lAsid£,'] Now am I in the oddest situation I 

Methinks our conversation grows terribly critical. — 

This must produce something — Oh^ lud, would it were 

over! 

Manly. Now, madam, I begin to have some light into 
the poor project that is at the bottom of all this. 

Lady G. I have ho notion of what could be proposed 
by it. 

Manly. A little patience, madam. — First, as to the in- 
sittuation you mention — '• — 

Lady G. Oh I what is he going to say now ? [J«ttfe.} 

Manly. -Though my intimacy with my lord may have 
allowed my visits to have been very sequent here of 
late, yet, in such a talking town as this, you must not 
wonder, if a great many of those risits are placed to 
your account : and this, taken for granted, I suppdee, 
has been told to my Lady Wronghead, as a piece of 
noMfS, since her arrival, not improbably, with many more 
imaginary circumstances. 

iMdy G. My Lady Wronghead ! 

Manly. Ay, madam; for I am positiye this is her 
hand. 

Lady G. What view could she have in writing it ? 

Manly. To interrupt any treaty of marriage she may 
have heard I am engaged in ; because, if I die without 
heirs, her family experts that some part of my estate may 
return to them again. Biit I hope she is so far mistaken, 
that if this letter has given yon the least uneasiness — I 
shall think that the happiest moment of my life. 

Ladjf G, That does not carry your usual complaisance, 
Mr, Manly. 

Manly* Yes, madam, because I am sure I can con- 
rince you of my innocence. 

Xody G. I am sure I bave no right to inquire ittto it. 
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Mwljf, Soppose yon may m.9ty maAKm^ yet yon may 
yery imioceatly have so much cmiosity. 

Lady G. Well, air, I won't ptetcnd to have so IHUe 
of the womaa in me, as to want curiosity.^-Bot pray, 
do you suppose, then, this Myrtilla is a rea}, or a fio- 
tkioas name ? 

Mtmly. Now, I reoollect, madam, there is a yoang 
woman in the house, where my Lady Wronghead lodges, 
that I heard somebody call Myrtilla-^tlJs letter may 
have beea written by her — bat how it came directed to 
me, I confess, is a mystery, that, before I ever pre- 
sume to see your ladyship again, I think myself obliged 
ia honour to find out« IGoing, l. 

Lady G, Mr. Manly — ^you are not going ? 
Mmly, 'Tis but to the next street, sMdam ; I ahall be 
back in ten miantes. 

Lady G. Nay, bu^ dinner's jast coming up. 
Manly. Madam, I can neither eat nor rest till I see 
aa end of this affair. 

Lady G. But this is so odd ! why should any silly 
curiosity of mine drive you away ? 

Manly. Since you won't suffer it to be yours, inadam, 
--*then it shall be only to satisfy my own curiosity. 

[ExUf L. 
Lady G. Well — and bow, what am I to think of all 
thia ! Or suppose an indifferent person had beard every 
word we have said to one another, what would they have 
thought oaHt Wonld it have been very absurd to con- 
clude, be is seriously inclined to pass the rest of his life 
with me ? I hope not — for I am sure the case is terribly 
alear on my aide. 

EuUr Maa. Tevsty, a. [CVostta^.] 

Well, Mrs. Ttnaty, is my sister dressed yet ? 

Jlfr^.T. (l.) Yea, madam; but my lord has been 
courting her so. I think, till they are bc^ out of humour. 

LadyG. (a.) How so? 

Jlfr«. T. Why, it began, madam, with his lordship's 
desiring her ladyship to dine at home to-day — ^upon 
which, my lady said she could not be ready ; upon that^ 
my lord ordered them to stay the dinner — and then, xny 
lady ordered the coach— then my lord took her short, 
and said, he had ordered the coachman to set qp-^then 
my lady made him a great courtesy, and said she would 
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wait till hiB lotdi]iip*8 honem hmi dlned^ slid was nighty 
pleasant; bat, for few of the wont. Madam, the whit- 
peted ne-^to get her chair revdy. lExU^ l« 

XadyG. Oh, here they cone)' and, by their 4ooH8y 
eeem a little imfit for company. lExitj l» 

Enter Imdy Townly, Lord ToyrjiLY folUwing, a. 

Lmiff r. (L.) Well, look you^ my lord, I can bear it 
BO lonfer I nothing still, but about my faalts — my faulta f 
an agreeable subject, truly ! 

M^r4 T. (a.) Why, madam, if you wont hear of them, 
how can I ever hope to see you mend them ? 

Ltuiy T. Why, I don*t intend to mend them — I can't 
mend them — you know I have tried to do it a hundred 
timfiB^*aBd-— it huits me so — I canH bear it. 

L^rdT, Tc.) And I, madam, can't bear this daily 
licentious abuse of your time and character. 

LaiyT, Abuse ( astonishing! when the uniYOrse 
knows I am never better eompany than when t am doing 
what I have a mind to. But, to see this world ! that 
men can never get over that silly spirit of contradiction 1 
Why, but last TliurBday, now!— there yon wisely 
amended one of my faults, as you call them— you in- 
sisted upon my not going to the masqnerade-!-aad pray, 
what was the consequence ? Was not I as cross as the 
devil all th^ night after ? Was not I forced to get com- 
paay at home ? Ajid was not it almost three o*ck>ck 
this morning before I was able to come to myself again? 
And tlMn £& fanlt is not mended neither—for next time 
I shall only have twice the incliiwtion to go : so that 
alt this mending, and mending, you see, is but daraing 
old lace, to make it woiae than it was before. 

[Crosses to a. 

Lord T. (l.) Well, the manner of women's livings of 
late, is insupportable! and, one way or other— 

X«dyT. (r.) IV§ to be mended, I suppose — why^ so 
it may ; but then, my dear lord, you must givs one time 
-—and when things are at worst, you know, they may 
mead themselves, ha t ha I 

Lord 7. (c.) Madam, I am not in a humour now to 
trifle! 

L«dfT. Why, then, my lord, one word of lahr argu- 
m ea t ■ to talk with you in your own way, now— You 
complain of my late hours, and I of your early obss— 
so fhr we are even, yoa'U aUow-^bat, prayywkich gUves 
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tLB the best Ugare in the eye of the polite world — my 
actWe spirited three in the morning, or your dall 
drowsy eleven at night t Now, I think, one has the 
air of a woman of quality, and t'other of a plodding 
mechanic, that goes to bed betimes, that he may rise 
early to open his shop — Faugh ? 

Lord T, Fie, fie, madam ! Is this your way of rea- 
soning ? 'Tis time to wake you, then — 'TiS not your ill 
hours alone that disturb me, but as often the iU company 
that occasion those ill hours. 

Lady T, Sure I don't understand you now, my lord ; 
what ill company do I keep ? 

> Lord T, Why, at best, women that lose their money, 
and men that win it ; or, perhaps, men that are voluntary 
bubbles at one game, in hopes a lady will give them 
fair play at another. Then, that unavoidable mixture 
with known rakes, conceiled thieves, and sharpers in 
embroidery — or, what to me is still more shocking, that 
herd of familiar, chattering, crop-eared coxcombs ! 

Lady T, And a husband must give eminent proof of 
his sense, that thinks their follies dangerous! 

JLord T, Their being fools, madam, is not always 
the husband's security ; or, if it were, fortune some- 
times gives them advantages that might make a thinking 
woman tremble. 
) * Lady T, What do yoa mean ^ 

** Lord T, That women sometimes lose more than they 
are able to pay ; and, if the creditor be a little pressing, 
the lady may be reduced to try if, instead of gold, thje 
gentleman will accept of a trinket. ■ ^ 

Lady T. My lord, you grow scurrilous ; you'll make 
me hate you ! I'll have you to know I keep company 
with Uie politest people in town, and the assemblies I 
frequent are full of such. 

Lord 7. So are the churches-^now and then. 

Lady T. My friends frequent them too, as well as the 
assemblies. 

Lord r. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a, groom of 
the chambers were allowed to furnish cards to the com- 
pany. 

Lady T. I see what you drive at all this while ;«-^you 
would lay an imputation on my fame to cov^ your own 
avarice. I might b&e any pleasures, IJnd, that were 
not expensive. , ^ - 

XiordT. (l.) Have 'a care, madam;. donH let me 
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think yoa tbIoo your chastity only to make me reproach* 
able for not indulging yon in every thing else thafa yI- 
Gions. — I, madam, hare a reputation^ too, to giiard, that's 
dear to me as yottr8.<--The follies of an ungOTerned wife 
may make the wisest man nneasy ; but 'tis his own faalt 
if ever they render him contemptible* IBoih cr$s$^ 

Lady T, (l.) My lord, my lord — ^you would make a 
woman mad ! 

' Lord T. (r.) Madam, madam, you would make a man 
a fool f • - 

Lady T, If heaven has -made you otherwise, that wont 
^e in my power. 

Ijord T* Whatever may be in your inolinati<m, madam, 
ril prevent your making me a beggar, at least. 

Lttdy T, (l. c.) a beggar ! Croesus ! I am out of pa- 
tience ! I won't come home till fonr to-morrow morning. 

LordT. (r.c.) That may be, madam; but I'll order 
the doors to be locked at twelve. 

Lady T. Then I won't come home till to-morrow night. 

Lord T. (r.) Then, madam, you shall never come home 
again. ' [Exitf R. 

LadyT. What does he mean? I never heard such 
a word from him in my life before ! The man always 
used to have manners in his worst humours. There's 
Something that I don't see at the bottom of all this.: — 
But his head's always upon some impracticable scheme 
or other ; so I won't trouble mine any longer about him. 
^Retires up the stage and returns,'} — ^Mr. Manly, your 
servant! 

Enter Manly, l. 

Manly, (l.) I ask pardon for this intrusion, madam ; 
but I hope my business with my lord will excuse it. 

IdOdyT. I believe you'll find him in the next room, sir. 
,. Manly, Will you give me leave, madam ? 

Lady T. Sir, you have m^ leave, though you were a 
lady. 
Manly, lAside,} What a well-bred age do we live in! 

[JEari*, ■• 
. Enter Lady Grace, l. , 

Lady T, (r.) Oh, my dear Lady Grace ! how could 
you leave me so unmercifaily alone all this while ? 

Lady G, (l.) I thought my lord had been with you. 

LadyT, (R.o.VWhy, yes, and therefore I wanted 
your relief; for ne han been in such a fluster herf 

E 



ftO THE PROVOKED [ACT 1U» 

Ltdg G. (l. €.) Bless me ! for what? 

JLtfd^ T, Only our usual breakfast 1 we have each of 
as had our dish of laatrimonial comibrt this morniiig — 
We have been oharming company ! 

Ladtf G. I an mighty glad of it I Sure it must be a . 
Tast happiness when man and wife can give themselves 
the same turn of conTersaiion ! 

Lady T. (c). Oh, the prettiest thing in l)ie world ! 

Lady G* Now, I should be afraid that, where two peo- 
ple are every day together so, they must often be in 
want of something to talk upon* 

Lady T. Oh, my dear, you are the most mistaken In 
the world I married people have things to talk of, child, 
that never eaiiei into the imagination of others. Why, 
here's my lord and I now,-^we have not been* married 
above two short years, >ou know, and we have already 
eight or ten things constantly ii; bank, that, whenever 
we want company, we can taike up any one of them for 
two hours together, and the subject never the flatter ; 
nay, if we have occasion for it, it will be as fresh next 
day, too, as it was the first hour it entertained us. 

JLody G. Certainly that must be vastly pretty 1 

Lady T. Oh, there's no life like it ! Why, t'other 
day, for example, when you dined abroad, my lord and 
I IBeth get «Aatr« and tit] after a pretty cheerful tHe^ 
4*tite meal^ sat us down by the fireside in an easy, in- 
dolent, pick-tooth way, for about a quarter of an iionr| 
as if we had not thought of one another*s being in the 
room. — At last, stretching himself, and yawning — My 
dear — says he— aw— you came home very late last 

night ^'Twas but just turned of two, says I ^I was 

in bed a w ■ by eleven, says b e So you are 
every night, says L^— — Well,'says he, I am amazed yoil 
can sit up so late— ^How can you be amazed, aayfr I, 
at a thing that happens so often ? Upon which we en- 
tered into a oonversatiim-rattd tiiough this is a point has 
entertained us above fifty times already, we always And 
80 many pretty new Hungs to say upon it, that I believe 
in my soul it will last as long as we live. IBoth risiw 

Lady G. But, t»ray, in such sort of family dialogues 
(though extremely weU lor passing the time), don't there, 
now and then, enter some little witty sort of bitterness f 

LudyT. On, yes I which does not do amiss at lUl^ 
A smart repartee, with a zest of recrimination at the 
he^d of it, makes the prettiest sherbet ! Ay, ay^ if we 
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did not vox a little of the acid with it, a. matrimonial 
Society would be ao luseionffy that there would be no 
boaring it 

Lady G. If ell, certainly, yoa hare the mott elegant 
taste 

Lady T. Though, to tell yon the truth, ny dear, I 
rather think we squeezed a little too much lemon into it 
this bout; for it giew so sour at last, that— I think — I 
almost told him he was a fool— and again, he— talked 
something oddly of— turning me out of doors. 

Lady 0» Oh, have a care of that ( 

LadyT. Nay, if he should, I may thank my own 
wise father for it. But, to be serious, my dear, what 
would you really haye a woman do in my case ? 

Lady G. Why, if I had a. sober husband, as yon have, 
I would make myself the happiest wife in the world, by 
being as sober as he. 

' Lady T. Oh, yon wicked thing ! how could yon tease 
one at this rate, when you know he' is so very sober, that, 
except giving me money, there is not one thing in the 
world he can do to please me. And I, at the same time, 
partly by nature, and .partly perhaps by keeping the best 
company, do, with my soul, Ioto almost every thing he 
hates. I dote upon asssemblies— -my heart bounds at a 
ball — and at an opera — I expire^ Then I love play to 
distraction ! — cards enchant me— and dice put me out of 
my little wits— Dear, dear hazard ! — Oh, what a flow 
of spirits it gives one ! Do you never play at hazard, 
child ? 

Lady G. Oh, never ! I dont think it sits well upon 
women — ^there s something so masculine, so much the 
air of a rake in it ! You see how it makes the men swear 
and curse ! and when a woman is thrown into the same 
passion — ^why 

LadyT. That's very tme; one is a little put to it 
sometimes not to make use of the same words to ex- 
press it. 

Lady G. Well ; and, upon ill luck, pray what words 
are you really forced to make use of? 

Lady T. Why, upon a very hard case indeed, when a 
sad wrong word is rising Just to one's tongue's end, I 
give a great gpilp— and swallow it 

Lady G. Well, and is not that enough to make you 
forswear play as long as you live J 

Lady T. Oh, yed — I have fv/Tfiw rn it. 

e2 
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Ladif 6. Seriously I 

Lady T. Solemnly !— A thousand times ; bat then one 
is constantly forsworn. 

Lady 6. And how cen you answer that t 

Lady T, My dea^, what we say when we are losers, 
we look upon to be no more binding than a lover's oath, 
or a great man's promise. But I beg pardon, cbild^I 
should not lead you so far into the world ; you are a 
prude, and design to live soberly- 

Lady G. Why, I confess, my nature and my education 
do, in a good degree, in-line me that way. 

Lady T, Well, how. a woman of spirit (for you don't 
want that, child) can dream of living soberly, is to me 
inconceivable ! for you will marry, I suppose ? 

Lady G. I can*t tell but I may. 
"■ Lady T. And wont you live in town f 

Lady G. Half the year, I should like it yery well. 

Lady T. My stars ! and you would really live in Lon- 
don half the year, to be sober in it? 

Lady G. Why not ? 

Lady T, Why, can't you as well go and be'sober in the 
country? 

Lady G. So I would — fother half year. 

Lady T. And pray, what comfortable scheme of life 
would you form now, for your sunmier and winter sober 
entertainments ? 

Lady G. A scheme that, I think, might very well con- 
tent us. 

Lady T. Oh, of all things, let's hear it 

Lady G. Why, in summer, I could pass my leisure 
hours in reading, walking by a canal, or sitting at the 
end of it under a great tree ; in dressing, dining, chat- 
ting with an agreeable friend ; perhaps hearing a little 
music, taking a dish^of tea, or a game of cards — soberly ; 
managing my family, looking into its accounts, playing 
with my children — if I had any, or in a thousand other 
innocent amusements— Soberly ; and possibly, by these 
means, I might induce my husband to be as sober as 
myself. 

Lady T, Well, my dear, thou art an astonishing crea- 
ture ! For, sure, such primitive antediluvian notions of 
life have not been in any head these thousand years — 
V' Under a great tree ! ILaughing.'] Oh, my soul f^ But I 
beg we may have the sober town-scheme, .too^for I am 
, charmed with the country one ! 
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Lady G. You shall ; and 111 try to stick to my tdbrtety 
there too. 

Lady T, Well/ though I am sure it will give me the 
Tapours, I must hear it, however. - 

Lady G. Why, then, for fear of your fainting, madam, 
I will first so far come into the fashion, that I would 
neveV be dressed out of it — but still it should be soberly ; 
for I can't think it any disgrace to a woman of my private 
fortune, not to wear her lace as fine as the wedding'Soit 
of a first duchess. Though there is one extsavagance I 
would venture to come up to— 

Lady T. Ay, now for it ! 

Lady G. I would every day be as neat as a bride. 

Lady T, Why, the men say that's a great step to be 
made one. — Well, now yon are dressed, pray let's see to 
what purpose ? 

Lady G. I would visit — that is, my real friends ; but 
as little for form as possible. — I would go to coart— 
sometimes to an assembly — nay, play at quadi'ille — so- 
berly ; I would see all the good plays ; and, because 'tis 
the fashion, now and then an opera — ^bat I would not ex- 
pire there, for fear I should never go again : and, lastly. 
1 can't say but, for curiosity, if T liked my company, I 
might be drawn in once to a masquerade : and this, 1 
think, is as far as any woman can go — soberly .' 

Lady T. Well, if it had not been for this last piede of 
sobriety, I was just going to call for some surfeit-water. 

Lady G. Why, don't you think, wHh the farther aid 
of breakfasting, dining, and taking the air, supping, 
sleeping, not to say a word of devotion, the four-and- 
twenty hours might roll over in a tolerable manner ? 

LadyT, Tolerable? deplorable! Why, child, all yOu 
propose is but to endure life ; now, I want to e^joy it* 

Enter Mrs. Trusty, u 

Mrs, 7*. (l.) Ma*am, your ladyship's chair is ready. 

Lady T. Have the footmen their white flambeaux yet ? 
for last night I was poisoned. 

Mr9. 7. Yes, ma'am, there were some come in this 
morning. {Exity L. 

LadyT. (l.o.) My dear, you will excuse me; but 
you know my time is so precious-—— 

Lady G. That I beg I may not hinder your least eigoy- 
ment of it. 

Lady T* You will eall on me at Lady Revel's t 

e3 
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ItMdg G. Certainly. 

Lady T, But I am bo afraid it will, break into your 
scheme, my dear ! » 

Lady G. When it does, I will — soberly break from 
you. 

Jjody T. Why then, till we meet again, dear sister, I 
wish you all tolerable happiness. [fllci^, l. 

Lady G, There she goes ! — Dash, into her stream of 
pleasures ! Poor woman, she is really a fine creature ; 
and sometimes infinitely i^reeable ! Nay, take her out of 
the madness of this town, rational in her notions, and 
easy to lire with ; but she is so borne dow^ by this tor- 
rent of vanity in vogue, she thinks every hour of her life 
is lost, that she does not lead at the head of it. What it 
will ond in I tremble to imagine ! [£xtl, a. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Mrs. Motherly's House. 

Enter Sir Francis Wrongbeao, l. 

Sir Fran, (r. c.) What ! my wife and daughter abroad, 
say you? 

Mrs.M. (c.) Oh, dear sir, they have been mighty 
busy all day long; they just came home to snap up a 
short dinner, and so went out again. 

Sir Fran, Well, well, I sha'n*t stay supper for them, 
I can tell them that : for, ods heart I I have nothing in 
me, but a toast and tankard, since morning. 

Mrs. M. lam afraid, sir, these late parliament hours 
won't agree with you. 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs* Motherly, they don't do 
right with us country gentlemen ; to lose one meal out 
of three is a hard tax upon a good stomach. 

Mrs. M. It is so, indeed, sir. 

Sir Fran. But howsomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
consider that what we snfifer is for the good of our ooun- 
tiy- 

Jlfrs. M. Why truly, sir, that is son^ething. 

Sir Fran. Oh, there^s a great deal to be said for't. I 
Vave heard of some gentlemen so very sealous, tbal^ fbr 
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the good of their comitry, they would Moinetimes go to 
dinner at midnight 

Mrs, M. Oh, the goodness of them ! sure their coun- 
try must have a vast esteem for them ? 

Sir Fran. So they haye, Mrs. Motherly ; they are so 
respectied, when they come home to their boroaghs after 
a session, and so beloTed, that their country will come 
and dine with them every day in the week. 

Mrs. M, Dear me t what a fine thing ^tis to be so po- 
pulous ! — Here's company, sir. [Exit^ R« 

# Enter 1/lAVLYy l. 

Manly, (l.) Sir Francis, your servant. 

iSftr frail, (c.) Cousin Manly! 

Manly. I am come to see how the family goes on 
here- • 

Sir Fran. Troth, all as busy as bees ! I have been 
upon the wing ever since eight o'clock this morning. 

Manly, (l. c.) By your early hour, then, I suppose 
you have been making your courttosome of the great men. 

Sir Fran. Why, 'fai0i, you have hit it, sir I I was 
advised to lose no time ; so I e'en went straight forward 
tQ one great man I had never seen in my life before* 

Manly. Right ! that was doing business : but who had 
you to introduce yoa ? 

Sir Fran. Why, nobody. I remember I had heard a 
wise man say — My son, be bold — so, troth, I introduoe<d 
myself. 

Manly. As how, pray ? 

Sir Fran. Why, thus— ^look ye. — Please your lord- 
ship, says I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead, of Bumper 
Hail, and member of Parliament for the borough of Guz- 
zledown. Sir, your humble servant,, says my lord; 
thof I have not the. honour to know your person, I have 
heard you are a very honest gentleman, and I am glad 
your borough has made choice of so worthy a represen- 
tative; and so, Bays he, Sir Francis, have you any ser- 
vice to command me? • Naw, cousin, those last words, 
yon may be sure, gave me no small encouragement. 
And thof I know, sir, yon have no extraordinary opi« 
nion of my parts, yet, I believe, you wonU say I mist it 
navr ! 

Manly, Well, I hope I shall have no cause. ^"^ 

Sir Fran. Sd, when I found him so courteous— -my 
lord, says I, I did not think to ha' troubled your lord- 
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ship with business upon my first visif ; but, since your 
lordship is pleased not to stand upon ceremony, why, 
truly, says I, I think naw is as good as another time. 

Manly. Right ! there you pushed him home. 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay ! I had a mind to let him see that I 
were none of your mealy-mouthed ones. 

Manly. Very good. 

Sir Fran, So, in short, my lord, says I, I have a good 

estate- but — a — ^it's a little awt at elbows : and, as I 

desire to serve my king as well as my country, I shall 
be. very willing to accept of a place at cour^. - 

Manly, So, this was making short work on't. 

Sir Fran, 'Icod, I shot him flying, cousin ! Some of 
your halfwitted ones, naw, would ha' hummed and 
hawed, and dangled a month or two after him, before 
they durst open their mouths about a ftlace, and, may- 
hap, not ha got it at last neither. 

Manly, Oh, .I'm glad you're so sure on't 

Sir Fran, You shall hear, cousin Sir Francis. 

says my lord, pray what sort of a place may you ha* 
turned your thoughts upon? My lord, says I, beggars 
must not be choosers ; but ony place, says I, about a 
thousand a-year, will be well enough to be doing with 
till something better falls in — for I thowght it would not 
look well to stond haggling with him at first. 

Manly, No, no, your business was to get footing any way. 

Sir Fran, Right ! there's it ! ay, cousin, I see you 
know the world. 
. Manly, Yes, yes, one sees more of it every day. — 
Well, but what said my lord to all this ? 

Sir Fran, Sir Francis, says he, I shall be glad- to 
serve you in any way that lies in my power ; so he gave 
me a squeeze by the hand, as much as to say, give your- 
self no trouble — I'll do your business ; with that he turned 
him abawt to somebody with a coloured ribbon across 
here, that looked, in my thoughts, as if he came for a 
place too. , 

Manly, Ha ! so upon these hopes you are to make 
your fortune ? 

Sir Fran. Why, do you think tlu;re*s any doubt of it. 
Sir? 

M^tnlff, Oh, no, J have not the least doubt about it — 
for, just as you have done, I made my fortune ten years 
ago. 

Sir Fran, Why, I nevejr knew you had a place, cousin. 
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- Mmdu, Nor I neither^ upon my faith, ooasia. Bat 
you peinaps may have better fortune ; for I fuppose ray 
lord has heard of what importance yoa were in the de- 
t>ate to-day — ^You hare been since down at the hoase, I 
presume ? 

iSftr Fran. Oh, yes ; I would not neglect the house for 
ever so much. 

Manly, Well, and pray what have they done there ? 

Sir Fran. Why, troth, I can't well tell you what they 
have done, but I can tell you what I did ; and, I think, 
pretty well in the main ; only I happened to make a lit- 
tle mistake at last, indeed. 

Manly. How was that ? 

Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there into a sort of 
a puzzling debate, about the good of the nation — and 
I were always /or that, you know — but, in. short, the 
arguments were so long-winded o' both sides, that, 
waunds! I did not well understand *um; hawsomever, 
I was conyincied, and so resolved to vote right, accordiag 
to my conscience— -so, when they came to put the. ques- 
tion, as they call it — I don't know haw 'iwas— but I 
doubt I cried, ay ! when I should ha' cried no ! 

Manly. How came that about ? 

Sir Fran* Why, by a mistake, as I tell you — ^for 
there was a good-humoured sort of a gentleman, one 
Mr. Totherside, I think they call him, that sat next me^ 
as soon as I had cried. Ay ! gives me a hearty shake by 
tiie hand.'7-Sir, says he, you are a man of honour, and 
a trae Englishman ! and I should be proud to be better 

acquainted with you and so, with that he takes me 

by the sleeve, along with the crowd, into the lohby-Hio 
I knew nowght — but, odds flesh ! I was got o'the wrung 
side the post — for I were told afterwards I should have 
staid where I was. 

- Manly, And so, if you had not quite made your for<! 
tune befDre, you have clfnched it now I — Ah, thou head 
of the Wrongheads ! ^Aside* 

Lady W, [Without^ L.] Very well, very well.. 

SirFran^ Odso 1 here^s my lady cope home at last! 

Enter Lady Wronohead, Count Basset, and 
Miss Jenny, l. 

Lady W, (c.) Cousin, your servant : I hope you will 
pardon my rudeness ; but we <baKe really been in such 
a continual hurry here, that we have not had a leisur* 
moment to return your last visit. 
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Jfaniy. (R. o.) Db, mAdatn^ I am a man of ao aere- 
nony ; y<m iee that has not hindered my coming again. 

Ladff W, Yoa are infinitely obliging ; bat I'll redeem 
my credit with yon. 

Manly, At your own time, madam. 

CMmt B. (l.) I must eay that for Mr. Manly, madam : 
if making people easy is the rule of good breeding^ he 
is certainly the best bred man in the world. 

Manhf, Soh ! I am not to drop my acquaintance, I 
find.*— [il«<de.]-*-I am afraid^ ftir, I shall grow Tain npon 
yonr good opinion. 

Count B, 1 don't know that, sir ; but I am sore what 
you are pleased to say makes me so. 

Manly, The most impudent modesty that ever I met 
with ! [iiHde. 

Lady W, Lard, how ready his wit is ! [Aside. 

Sir Fran, (a.) Don't you think, sir, the count's a very 
fine gentleman ? TAparf, 

Manly, Oh, among the ladies, certainly. [Aparim 

Sir Fran, And yet he's stout as a Hon. Wannds, he'll 
storm any thing \ lApart, . 

Manly, Will he so ? Why then, sir, take care of your 
citadel. f^por^ 

Sir F^an, Ah ! yoo are a wag, cousin ! lApart* 

Manly, I hope, ladies, the town air continnes to i^ee 
with you. 

J^aa^. [Running U Manly,"] Oh, perfectly well, sir ! 
We have been abroad in our new coach all day long«» 
and we have bought an ocean of fine things : and to- 
morrow we go to Uie masquerade ; and on Friday to the 
play ; and on Saturday to the opera ; and on Sunday 
we are to be at the what-d'ye-call-it — assembly, and see 
the ladies play at qaadriUe, and piquet, and ombre, and 
hazard, and basset ; and on Monday we are to see the 
king *, and so on Tuesday 

Lady W, Hold, hold, miss ! you must not let your 
tongue run so fast, child — ^you forget; you know I brought 
Ton hither to learn modesty. 

Manly, Yes, yes, and she is improred with a venge- 
ance \ [Aside. 

Jenny, Lawrd, mamma ! I am sure I did not say any ^ 
harm ; and, if one must not speak in one's turn, one may, 
be kept under as long as one lives, for aught t see. 

Lady W. O* my conscience, this girl grows so head- 
•trong- —— 
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Sir Fran, Ay, ay, there's your fine growing spirit for 
you ! Now tack it dawn an* you can. 

Jenny. All I said, papa, was only to entertain my 
cousin Manly. 

Manly, My pretty dear, I am mightily obliged to you. 

Jtnmy* hook you there now, madam. 

Lady W. Hold your tongue, I say. 

Jenny, [Tvmisig encoy, goes to Count BaMetj and pout- 
ing.} I declare it, I won't bear it : she is always snub- 
bing me l}efore you, sir ! — I know why she does it, well 
enough — [Aaide to the County 

Count B. Hush, hush, my dear ! Don't be uneasy at 
that ; shell suspect us. [ J«tdtf< 

Jenny, Let her suspect, what do I care ! — I d<m*t 
know but I have as much reason to suspect as she~« 
though perhaps I am not so afraid of her. 

[Jenny retires a few steps. 

Count B, [A8ide,^ Egad, if I don't keep a tight hand 
on my tit here, she'll run away with my project before 
I can bring it to bear ! 

[All retire hack except Lady W. and Count B. 

Lady W, [Aside, l. c] The young harlot is certainly 
f n lore with him ; but I must not let them see I think so 
•^and yet I can't bear it. Upon my life, count, youll 
spoil that forward girl — ^you should not encourage her 

00. 

Count B. Pardon me, madam, I was only advising her 
to observe what your ladyship said to her. In one word, 
madam, she has a jealousy of your ladyship, and I am 
(breed to encourage her to blind it ; — ^^will be better to 
take no notice of her behaviour to me. [Apart, 

Lady W, You are right ; I wUl be more cautious. 

[Apart, 

Count B, To-morrow, at the masquerade, we may lose 
her. ■* [Apart, 

Lady W, We shall be observed ; 111 send you a note, 
and settle that affair [Jenmy advances,}^-Qo on with the 
^irl, and don't mind me. [Apart, 

Count B, I have been taking your part, my little angel. 

Lady W, (o.) Jenny ! come hither, child — ^you must 
not be so hasty, my dear — I only advise you for your 
good. {Manly advances, a.) 

Jenny, (l.) Yes, mamma ; but when I am toM of a 
fbiag before company, it always midces me worse^ yoa 
know. 
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Manly, (a.) If I have any skill in the fair sex, raiaa 
and her mamma have only quarrelled becaiue they are 
both of a mind. This facetious count seems to have 
made a very genteel step into the family ! [Aside* 

Enter Myrtilla, r. — ^Manly tdUcB apart with her. 

Lady W» (r. c.) Well, Sir Francis, and what nev9 
have you brought ufi from Westminster to-day ? 

Sir Fran. (l. c.) News, madam ! '£cod, I have 
some — and such as does not come every day, I can tell 
you. A word in your ear (c.) I have got a promise of 
a place at court of a thousand pawnd a-year already. 

Lady W. (c.) Have you so, sir? And pray who may 
yon thank for't ? Now, who is in the right ? Is not this 
better than throwing so much away after a stinking pack 
of fox-hounds in the country ? Now your family may be 
&e better fbr it. 

Sir Fran. [Retiring haelcy R.] Nay, that's what per- 
suaded me to come up, my dove. 

Lady W. [Retiring hack, R.] Mighty well ! Come— 
let me have another hundred pound, then. 

Sir Fran, Another, child ? Waunds ! you have had 
one hundred this morning ; pray, what's become of that, 
my dear ? 

Lady W. What's become of it? Why, I'll show you, 
my love. Jenny, have you the bills about you ? 

Jenny, [Retiring.] Yes, mamma. 

Lady W, What's become of it ! Why, laid out, my 
dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced to borrow 
of the count here. 

Jenny, Yes, indeed, papa ! and that would hardly do 
neither. — There's the account. 

Sir Fran, [Turning aver the fttUf, near r. d. r.] Let*t 
see I let's see ! what the devil have we got here? 

Manly. [Nearer c] Then you have sounded year 
aunt, you say, and she readily comes in to all I proposed 
to you ? [Jfort. 

Myr, (c.) Sir, 1*11 answer with my life, she is most 
thankfully yours in every article. She mightily desires 
to see you, sir. [^port. 

Manly. I am going home directly ; bring her to my 
house in half an hour ; and, if she makes good what yoa 
tell me, you shall both find your account in it. [Apart, 

Mifr, Sir, she shall not fail you. [Apart^Extt 

Sir Fran, Odds life, madam ! here's nothing but toyi 
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' and trinkets, and fans, 'and clock stockings, by wbol§- 
. aale. {Jenny and * Squire rmnping near l. u. e 

LadyW. There's nothing but what's proper, and for 
.your credit. Sir Francis^^-Nay, you see I am so good a 
housewife, that, in necessaries for myself, I have scarce 
:laid out a shilling.. 

Sir JPVati. No, by my troth, so it seems ; for the deril 
o'one thing here that I can see you have any occasion 
for. 

Lady W. My dear^ do you think I came hither to live 
.out of the £Ashion ! Why, the greatest.distinction of a fine 
lady in this town, is in the Variety of pretty things that 
she has no occasion for."i 

' Jenny* {B/trnping nearer."] Sure, papa, could you ima- 
gine, that women of quality wanted nothing but stays 
and petticoats ? 

Lady. Now,, that is so like him ! {ExU'Squiref l. v. b. 
. Manly. [Back qf c] So, the family comes on finely ! 

[Aside, 

Sir Fran. {Advance$, r.] An hundred pound in the 
morning, and want anotlver before night ! Waunds and 
:fire ! the lord mayor of London could not hold it at this 
rate! 

ilfanZy. (l.c.) Oh, doyou feel it, sir? *" [Aside. 

■ I^V W. [AduMKnces^ a.] My dear, you seem uneasy ; 
let me have the hundred pound, and compose yourself. 

Sir Fran. Compose the devil, madam ! — Why, do you 
consider what a hundred pound a-day comes to in a 
year ! [Jenny flirting with Count Basset in the b€ick ground, 
. Lady W, My life, if I account with you from one day 
to another, that's really all my head is able to bear at a 
time.— But I'll tell you what I consider — I consider that 
my advice has got you a thousand pound a-year this 
morning. — ^That now, methinks, you might consider, sir. 
. Sir Fran, A thousand pound \ Yes ! but mayhap I 
mayn*t receive the first quarter onH this half year. 

' ^ Enter 'Squire Richard, l. s. b. 

'Squire R. (l^ Feytber, an you doan't come quickly, 
|ke meat will be cowd : and I'd fain pick a bit with you. 
• Lady W. Bl^ss me. Sir Francis ! you are not going to 
flip by yourself? 

Sir Fran, (c.) No, but Fm going to dine by myself, 
and that's pretty near the matter, madam. 
*Lady W, (c.) H^d not you as good stay a little, my 
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dear? We shall all eal in half an hoar; and I was 
thinking to ask my dbosin Manly to take a family morsel 
with lis. 

Sir Fran. Nay» for my cousin's good company, I don't 
car^ if I ride a day's journey without baiting. 
. Manly. By no means, Sir Francis. I Am going upon 
a little business. 

Sir Fran. Well, sir^ I know you don't lore compli- 
ments. 

Matdy, YouUl excuse me, madam-—*-* 

Lady W* Since you have business, sir. [ fixtl JIfaaly, l. 

Enter Mrs. Motrsrly, a. 

Oh, Mrs. Motherly ! you were saying, this morning, you 
had some very fine lace to show me—can't I see it now ? 

ISir JFVottctf 9tare8» 

Mra.M, (R.c.) Why, really, madam, I hadmad« a 
sort of a promise to let the Countess of Nicely have the 
first sight of it, for the birth-day ; but your ladyship— 

Lady W. Oh, I die if I don*t see it before her ! 

'Squire R, Woant you goa, feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Wannds, lad, I shall ha' no stomach, at this 
rate ! 

Mre, M. Well, madam, though I say it, 'tis the 
sweetest pattern that ever came over-^nd, for fineness, 
no cobweb comes up to it. 

Sir Fran, Odds guts and gizsard, madam.t Lace as 
fine as a cobweb t Why, what the devil's that to'eost, 
now? 

^Mr$, M. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like it, madam — 
llMdy W. He like it ! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not 
to wear it 

Sir Fran. Flesh, aiadam ! hot I suppose I am to pay 
for it.' 

Lady W. No doubt on't ! Think of your thousand a- 
year, and who got it you \ go eat your dinner, and be 
thankful, go ! [Driving him to the Door. V-Come, Mrs. 
Motherly. [Exit Lady Wronghead with mra. Motherly. 

Sir Fran. Very fine I so here I mun fiuit, till I am cd- 
most famished, for the good of my country, while madam 
is laying me out a hundred pounds a day in lace as fine 
as a cobweb, for the honour of my family ! Odds liesh ! 
things had need go well at this rate t 

'Squire R. Nay, nay— come, feytiier. 

[Exeunt SirFranci$ and 'Squire RiehiirdfU 
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Enter Myrtilla, b. 

Myr. [To Mi$$ Jetmy.'] Madaniy my lady desires yon 
and the count will please to come, and assist her fancy 
in some of the new laces. 
. Cwnt B, ICeming fortMrdJ] Well wait upon her—- 

Jenny, IComing forward,'] So, I told yon how it was I 
ypu see she can't bear to leave us together. • 

Count B. (c.) No matter, my dear : you know she has 
asked me to stay supper : so, when yonr papa and she 
are a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the house again ; 
then you may steal into her chamber, and we'll have a 
pretty sneaker <if punch together. 

Myr, (c.) Ay, ay^ madam, you may eoaunand me in 
any thing. 

Jenny, (p.) Well, that will be pure ! 

Count B, But you had best go to her alone, my life ; 
it will look better if I come after you. 

Jenny. Ay, so it will : and to-morrow, you know, at 
the masquerade : and then ! [Esit^ K. 

Myr, So, sir, am not I very commode to you ? 

Count B. Well, child, and don't yon find your account 
in it ? Did I not tell you we might still be of use to one 
another ? 

Myr. Well, but how stands your affair with miss io 
the main ? 

Count B. Oh, she's mad for the masquerade! — it 
drives like* a nail ; — we want nothing now but a parson 
to clinch it. Bid not your aunt 8a> she could get one at 
a short warning ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's chaplain is her 
cousin, you know ; bell do your business and mine at 
the same time. 

Count B. Oh, it's' troe ! but where shall we appoint 
him? 

Myr. Why, you know my Lady Townly's house is 
always open to this masks upon a ball night before they 
go to the Haymarket 

Count B. Good. 

Myr. Now, the doctor proposes we should all come 
hither in our habits, and, when the rooms are full, we 
may steal up into his chamber, he says, and there — crack 
-^he'U give us all canonical commission to go to bfed to- 
gether. 

Count B. Admirable! Well, the devil fetch me, if 

p2 
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I shall not be heartily gUd to iee thee well tetHed, 
(hild. • 

ilfyr. And may he tuck me under his arm at the same 
cime» if I shall not think myself obliged to you as long 
as r live. — But I must run to my ^squire. 

Count B, And I to the ladies— ^o, your humble selr- 
Tant^ sweet Mrs. Wronghead ! 

Myr. Yours, as in duly bound, most noble Count 
Ba^et! lExU,i., 

Counts, Why, ay. Count! That title has been of 
some use to me indeed : not that I have any more pre- 
tence to it, than I have to a blue ribbon ; yet I have 
made a pretty considerable figure in life with it I have 
lolled in my own chariot, dealt at assemblies, dined with 
ambassadors, and made one at quadrille with the firsf 
women of quality. — But'^tempora ntuianAtr-^since that 
damned squadron at White's have left me out of their 
last secret, I am reduced to trade upon my own stock ef 
industry, and make my last push upon a wife. If I can 
snap up Miss Jenny, and her eight thousand pounds, I 
shall once more cut a figure, and cock my hat in the face 
of the best of them :' for, since your modem men of for- 
tune- are grown wise enough to be sharpers, I think 
sharpers are fools, that donH take up the airs of men oi 
quality. IBxit, r. 

END OF ACT II. 



ACT V. 
SCENE I.— Lord Townly^t House. 

Enter Williams, l. and Mr. Manly, r. 

WUL I believe it is Sir Francis Wronghead, sir. 

Manly, Desire Sir Francis to walk in. [Esrit Wit- 
UamHy L.] I suppose, by tiiis time, his wise worship 
begins to find that the balance of his journey to London is 
on the wrong side. 

Enter Sir Francis Wronghead, l. 

Sir Francis, your servant How came 1 by the favour of 
this extraoidinary visit ? 

Sir Fran, (l.) Ah, cousin ? 

Manly. Why that sorrowful face, man ? 

Sir tran. I have no friend alive but vou~— 
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JIfmly* (k. d.) I MB Wony^oT thlit-^Bat inrhftft the 
matter? • 

Sir Fran, (o.) I hat « played the fool by this journey, 
I see Bow«— -for my bitter wife—-^ 

MctiJ^. What of her ? 

Sir Fran, Is playing the devil. 

Manbf, Why, truly, that's a part that faaSfof your 
fine ladies beg^ with as soon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran, If I'm a living man, cousin, she has made 
away with above two hundred and fifty pounds since 
yesterday morning. But there*s one hundred on't goes 
more to my heart than all the rest 

Manly, And how might that be disposed of? 

Sir Fran, Troth, I am almost o^hamed- to tell yon. 

Maniy. Out with it. 

Sir Fran, Why, she has beea at an assembly. 

Manly, What, since I saw yen ! I thought you had 
all supped at home last night. 

Sir Fran, Why, so we did—- and all as merry as grigs 
— I'cod, my heart was so open, that I tossed another 
hundred into her apron, to go out early this morning 
with->--But the cloth was no sooner taken away, than in 
comes my Lady Townly here, with another rantipole dame 
of quality, and out they must have her, they said, to in- 
troduce her at my Liuiy Noble's assembly, forsooth ^-^A 
few words, you may be sure, made the bargain — so, 
bawnce i and away tiiey drive) as if the devil had got 
into the coach-box— so about four or five in the morn- 
ing — home comes madam, with her eyes a foot deep in 
her head-<«nd my poor hundred pounds left behind her 
at the hazard-table. 

Manly* All lost at dice ! 

Sir Fran, Every shilling— among a parcel of pig^tail 
puppies, and pale-faced veoraen of qkiality. 

Manly, If you remember, I gave yon a hint of this. 

Sir Fran, Why, ay, 'tis true, you did so : but the devil 
himself could not have believed she would have rid post 
to him. 

Manly, Sir, if you stay but a fortnight in this town, 
you will every day see hundreds as fast upon the g^op 
as she is. 

• Sir Fran, Ah, this London is a base place indeed!-— 
Waunds, if things should happen to go wrong with me 
at Westminster, at this rate, how the devil shall I keep 
out of a gaol t » 

f3 
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SirFinau Odds fcsh, cooste ! what! aad leave a 
ft e a ie ail p ea a d i a year behtedaw? 

M&mhf. Pooh, pooh ! Leave aay thmg behind yon, bat 
year teiaily, aad yoa are a iaTcr by it. 

Sk'Fntu Ay, hat coarider, coona, what a Bcarry 
igare I ■haQ aadte te the coaatry, if I oobm ctewa 
wittenrtit 

Jfaaiy. Yea will anke a aiB^ aoie laaientable figare 
te a gaol witheat iL 

Sir fVaa. Bfi^iiapy 'at yea have no great opiaioa of my 
joaraey to Loadea then, eoaate f 

MmiUw. Sir Fraacis, to do yea the serrice of a rea[ 
Inend, I laaet speak Very ^aliJy to yoa : yon don't ^et 
■ce half the rate that's before yon. 

iSiir Afvb. Good lack ! how say yoo Bwaa, ooaste r 

Mmmkf. la oae woid, year whole affidrs stand tbas :— 
la a weA yooll lose year seat at Westminster: te a 
fortalght my lady will ran yoa teto a gaol, by keepiifg 
the best company: te foor-aad-twenty hoars year 
daaghter will ran away with a sharper, becaasc she 
ha'n't been ased to better company : aad year son will 
steal into marriage with a cast mistress^ becanse he has 
Bot been ased to any company at all. 
- Shr Fran, V th' name of goodness, why shoald yoa 
think all this ? 

Mamiy. Becanse I have proof of it. In short, I know 
so much of tbeir-secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be oat of year power to do it to-morrow: 
morning. 

' SirFntn. Wanods! if what yoa tell me be true, HI 
stuff my whole family into a stage-coach, and tmndle 
them into the country again on Monday morning. 

Jtfealy. Stick to that, sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all. I hear company entermg— Yoa know 
they see masks here today — conceal yourself in this 
room, and for the truth of what I have told you, teke 
the evidence of your own senses : bot be sure you keep 
close till I give you the signal. 

Sir Fran. Sir, 111 warrant you— Ah, my lady! 
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my liftdy WroBgfaead ! What a bitter faugiaem have yoa 
drawn me into ! 

Mmdy, Hush ! to your post ; here comes one couple 
already. [Sir Fruncit and Manly retire through m. d. 

Enter ^Squire Richard and Myrtilla, in Masquerade 

Dresses, u 

^Squire R, (c.) What, is this the doctor's chamber t 

JHyr, (l.) Yes, yes, speak softly. 

'Squire R. (r. c.) Well, but where is he ? 

Myr. (a^ He'll be ready for us presently, but h^ 
says he can t do us the good turn without witnesses : so, 
when the count and your sister come, you know he aod 
you may be fathers for one another. 

'Squire R, (sl) Well^ well, tit for tat; ay, ay, that 
will be friendly. 

Myr, (r^ c.) And see, here they come 1 

Enter Count Basset and Miss Jenny, an Masquerade 

Dresses^ l. 

CotmlB. (l.^ So, so, here's your brother and his Inride, 
before us, my dear» 

Jenny* (L.) Well, I vow my heart's at my mouth still. 
I thought I should never have got rid of mamma j but 
while she stood gaping upon the dance, I gave her the 
slip ! Lawd, do but feel how it beats here ? (Laying A^t 
hand ea her bosom.) 

Count B, Oh» the pretty flutterer ! I protest, my dear, 
you have put mine into the same palpitation ! 

Jenny. Ay, you say so but let's see — ^^now — [Lay- 
ing her hand on his brectst^ — Ob, liid ! I vow it thumps 
purely — ^Well, well, I see it will do; and so w here's the 
parson ? 

Count B, Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be so good as (o see 
if the doctor is ready for us ? 

Myr. He only staid for yoa, sir ; 111 fetch him im- 
mediately. [ExUy a. 

Jenny, (c.) Pray, sir, am not I to tal^e place of 
mamma, when 1*m a countess ? 

Count B, (i . 0.) No doubt on*t» my dear. 

Jenny, Oh, lud, how her back will be up thga, whefi 
she meets me at an assembly : or you and I in our cpach 
and six at Hyde Park together ? 

Count B. Ay, or when site hears the boxkeepers at 
an opera call out— The Countess of Basset's servants i 
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Jenny. Well, I say it, tbat will be Meliciotis ! And 
then, nuiyhap, UT have a line gentlemanj with a star and 
a what-d*ye'Call-um riband, lead me to my chair, with 
his hat under his arm all the way ! Hold up, says the 
chairman ; and so, says I, my lord, your humble serv^t. 
I suppose, madam, says he, we shall see you at my Lady 

Quadrille's? Ay, ay, to be sure, my lord, says I So 

in swops me, with my hoop stuffed up to my forehead ; 
and away tiiey trot, swing swang, with my tassels 

dangling, and my flambeaux blazing ! and ^Oh, it's a 

charming tiling to be a woman of quality ! 

Count B. Well, I see that plainly, my dear, there'll 
ne'er a duchess of them all will become an equipage like 
you. 

Jenny. Well, well, do yon find equipage, and I'll find 
airs, I warrant you. 

'Squire R. (r. c.) Troth ! I think this masquerading's 
the merriest game that ever I saw in my life ! Tlior, in 
niiy mind, an there were but a little wrestling, or cudgel- 
playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a rope 
makes the parson stay so ? 

Count B. Oh, here he comes, I beliere. 

Enter Myrtilla, toith a ConbtabLe, l. 

Const, (l.) Well, madam, pray which is the party that 
wants a spice of mf office here ? 

Myr, (l* c.) That's the gentleman. 

^Pointing to the Count, 

Count B» (o.) Hey-day! what, in masquerade, 
doctor ? 

Conet, (l. c.) Doctor ! Sir, I beliefe you have mis- 
taken your man : but if you are called Count Basset, I 
have a billet-doux In my hand for you, that will set 
you right presently. 

Count B, What the devil's the meaninf^ of all this ? 

Const. Only my lord Chief Justice's warrant ftgainst 
you, for forgery, sir. 

Co«n^ B. Blood and thunder. 

Const. And so, sir, if yon please to pull oiF your 
fool's frock Uiere, I'll wait upon you to the next justice 
of peade immediately. [Sir Francis und Manly advauee, 

Jenny, (l.c.) Oh, dear me, what's the matter? 

[Trembiing', 

Count B. Oh, nothing ; only a masquerading frolie, my 
dear. 
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'Squire R. (c.) Oh, oh, i8 that aH ? 
Sir Fran, No, sirrah, that is n«t tA\ i 
[Sir FrancU, coming 9o/tlff beki^d the ^Squire, knaeka 
him down with his canty and beat$^um and Jenny 
alternately ; drives them io r. d. 
*Squire R, ILying on the floor at K* d.] Oh, lawd ! Oh, 
latrd I he has beaten my brains out. 

Manltf, (c.) Hold, hold. Sir Francis; hare a little 
mercy upon my poor godson, pray, sir. 
^ Sir Fran, (a.) Waunds, cousin^ I iia'nt patience. 

Count B, Manly ! Nay, then, I am blown to the devil. 

[^Aeide, 
'* Squire R, [Ab h^oreS\ Oh, my head ! my head ! - 

Enter Laov Wrongh^ad, dreued oi a shepherdese, i* 

Lady W* (i .) What's the matter here, ffentlemen t 
For beavoa's sake ! — What, are you murdering my 
children? 

Conat, No, no, madam ; no murder ; only a little sus- 
picion of felony, that* s all. <* 

Sir Fran* {To Jenny."] And for you, Mrs. Hotupon't, 
I could find m my heart to make you wear that habit as 
long as you live, you jade yon. Do you know, hussy, 
that you were within two minutetf of marrying a pick- 
pocket? 

Count B. So, so, all's out, I find ! . [Aside. 

Jenny, (a.) Oh, the mercy \ why, pray, papa, is not 
the count a man of quality, then ? 

Sir Fran. (r. c.) Oh, yes, one of the unhanged on^s, 
it seems. 

Lady W. (l. c.) {Aside.'\ Married ! Oh, the confident 
thing t There was his urgent business then-*— slighted 
for her I I ha'nt patience t— and, for aught I know, I 
have been all this while making a friendship with a 
highwayman. 

Manly, (l. c.) Mr. Constable^ secure there. 

Sir Fran, (c.) Ah, my lady ! my lady ! this comes of 
your journey to London : but now 111 have a frolic of 
my own, madam ; therefore pack up your trumpery this 
very night ; for the moment my horses are able to crawl, 
you and your brats shall make a journey into the country* 
again. 

Lady W. (c.) Indeed, you are mistaken, Sir Francisr— 
I shall not stir out of town yet, I promise you. 

Sir Fran. Nqt stir ? Wanads, madam 
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Mmhf, Hold, sir !~-If you'll giTe me lea^ a Uttli 
1 fancy I shall prevail with my lady to think better en't 

Sir fruM, Ah> cousin, you are a friend, indeed ! 

Manljf* [Apart t9 Lady Wronghead, l. c] Look you, 
madam : as to the favour you designed me, in sending 
this spurious letter enclosed to my Lady Grace, aU the 
revenge I have taken, is to have saved your son and 
daughter from ruin.— Novf , if you will take them fairly 
and quietly into the country again^ I will save your lady* 
ship from ruin. 

Lady W. What do you mean, sir. 

Manly. Why, SirFrancis-——— shall never knowwhat 
is in tms lettor ; look upon it. How it came into my 
hands you shall know at leisure. 

Lady W. Ha ! my billet-doux to the count ! and an 
appointment in it ! I shall sink with confasion ! 

Manly. What shall I say to Sir Francis, madam ? 

Lady W, Dear sir, I am in such a trembling ! preserve 
my honour, and I am all obedience. lApart to Maaly. 

Manly, (c.) Sir F^g^cis my lady is ready to re- 
ceive your commands for her journey, whenever you 
please to appoint it. 

Sir From* Ah, cousin^ I doubt I am obliged to you 
for it. 

Manly. Come, come, Sir Francis ; take it as you find 
it. Obedience in a wife is a good thing, though it were 
never so wonderful ! — ^And now, sir, we have nothing to 
do but to dispose of this gentleman. 

Count B, (l.) Mr. Manly! sir! I hope you won't 
ruin me ? 

Manly, (l. c.) Did you not forge this note for five 
hundred pounds, sir? 

Count B. Sir — I see you know the world, and there- 
fore shall not pretend to prevaricate. But it has hurt 
nobody yet, sir : I beg you will not stigmatize me ; since 
yon have spoiled my fortune in one family, I hope you 
won't be so cruel to a young fellow, as to put it out of my 
power, sir, to make it in another, sir. 

Manly, Look you, sfar : I have not much time to waste 
with you : but if you expect mercy yourself, you must 
show it to one you have been cruel to. 

Count B. Cruel, sir I 

Manly. Have you not mined this young woman?* 

Count B. I, sir I 

Manly, t know you have ; therefore you canH blame 
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her^ if, in the hci you are«harsed with, she is a prin- 
cipal witness against yon. However, you have one, and 
only ono chance to gst off with. Marry har this instant 
— ^nd you take off her evidence. 

Count B, Dear sir ! 

MatUif, No wordSy sir ; a wife or a mittimus. 

Count B. Lord, sir ! thkis the most unmerciful meroy ? 

Manhf» A private penance, or a public one — Constable I 

Count B- Hold, sir ; since you are pleased to^ive me 
my choice, I will not make so ill a compliment to the 
lady, aB not to give her. the preference. 

Manly. It must be done this minute, sir ; the ehaplaiB 
you expected is still within call. ... 

Myr: (l.) Come, sir, don't repine; marriage is at 
worst but playing upon the square. 

Const B, Aj, but the worst of the match, too, is the 
devil. 

Manly. Well, sir, to let you see it is not so bad «s 
you think it, as a reward for her honesty, in detecting 
your practices, instead of the forged bill yon would 
have put upon her, there's a real one of five hundred 
pounds, to begin a new honey-moon with. 

[GUtts it to MyrtHUu 

Count B. Sir, tiiis is so generous an act — 

Manly* No compliments, dear sir 1 am not at lei- 
sure now to receive them. Mr. Constable, will you be 
so good as to wait upon this gentleman into the next 
room, and give this lady in marriage to him 7 [Exit^ l. 

Const, Sir, I'll do it faithfully. 

County, Well, five hundred will serve to make a 
handsome push with, however* And I am not the first 
of the fraternity who has run his head into one noose to 
keep it out of another. — ^Come, spouse. 

Myr. Ycis, my life. 

[Exeunt MyrtilUif Count, and ConsttMi, L. 

Sir Fran* And that I may be sure my fainily'a rid of 
'him for ever— Come, my lady, let's even take our chil- 
dren along with us, and be all vritness of the ceremony.. 

lExeuntp L. 

SCENE 11.—-^ Dresaing'Roonu 

Lady Townly discovered as Just up, sitting at her 
drMsing-tahU back (£^c., Mrs. Trusty waiting, 

Mrs.T. [L» of Lady T.] Dear madam, what should 
make your ladyship so ill 7 
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Lady T* How Is it pomble to be well, where one Is 
killed for want of. sleep? 

Mn, T. Dear me 1 it was so long before you rang I 
Madam, I was in hopes your ladyship had been finely 
composed. 

Lady T. Composed ! why, I ha^e lain in an inn here ; 
this house is worse than an inn with ten stage-coaches : 
what between my lord's impertinent people of business 
in a morning, and the intolerable thick shoes of fbotmeii 
•at noon^ one has not a wink all night. 

Mrs. T. Indeed^ madam, it is a great pity my lord 
can't be persuaded into the hours of people of quality — 
though I must say that, madam, your ladyship is cer- 
tainly the best matrimonial manager in town. 

Lady T, Oh, you are quite mistaken, Trasty ! I 
manage very ill ; for, notwithstanding all the power I 
have, by neyer being over fond of my lord — ^yet I- want 
money infinitely oftener than he is willing to giVe it me. 

Jlfrs. T. Ah ! if his lordship could but be brought to 
play himself, madam, then he might feel what it is to 
want money. 

Lady T. Oh, don't talk of It! do you know that I am 
.nbdone. Trusty ? ' 

JIfrs. r. Mercy forbid, madam ? 

Lady 7. Broke, ruined, plundered t-^stripped^ even to 
a confiiication of my last guinea ! 

ilfrs. T. You don't tell me so, madam ! 
. . JUadiy T. And where to raise ten pound in the world 
—What is to be done, Trusty ? 

Mn, T. Traly, I wish I were wise enough to tell 
yon, madam : but may be your ladyship may Irave a run 
of better fortune upon some of the good company that 
comes here to-night. 

LadyT. But I have not a single guinea to try my 
fortune. 

Jlfrs. T. Ha ! that's a bad business indeed, madam— - 
Adad, I haye a thought in my head, madam^ if it is not 
too late 

Lady T. Out with it quickly, then, T beseech thee. 

Mrs, T. Has not the steward something of fifty pounds^ 
madam, that you left in his hands to pay somebody 
about this time. 

Lady T. Ob, ay; I had forgot-— 'twas to a— what's 
his filthy name ? 

• Mr$, T, Now I remember, madam, 'twas to ' Mr. 
Lutestring, your old mercer, that your ladyship tamed 
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off about a year ago, because he woald trust yon no 
longer. 

La4y.T. The rery wretch ! If he has not paid it, ran 
qaickly, dear Trusty, and bid bim bring it hither imme« 
diately, lExit Tnaiy^ l. d.] Well, sure mortal woman 
never had such fortune 1 five, five and nine against poor 
seven, for ever ! No, after that horrid bar of my chance — 
that jUdy Wronghead's fatal red fist upon the table, I saw 
it was impossible ever to win another stake— —Sit up all 
night — lose all one's money— dream of winning thousands 
•—wake without a shilling ! and then [Looking amazed in 

htr glaM,'\ How like a hag I look! in short, the 

pleasures of life are not worth this disorder. If it were 
not for shame, now, I could almost think Lady Grace's 
sober scheme not quite so ridiculous— -If my wise lord 
could but hold his tongue for a week, 'tis odds but I 
should hate, the town in a fortnight-r-But I will not be 
driven out of it, thaCs positive. 

Enter Mas. Trusty, l. d. 

Mrs.T, (l.) Oh, madam, there's no bearing of it! 
Mr. Lutestring was just let in at the door, as I came to 
the stair foot ; and the steward is now actually pl(ying 
him the money in the hall. 

' Lady T, Run to the staircase head again— and scream 
to him, that I must speak with him this instant. 

SMrs. Trusty runa oal and aptalcM* 
Mr. Poundage ! a hem ! Mr; 
Poundage, a word with you quickly 1 

Pound. [ Withouty l.] Ill come to you preseptly. 

Mrs, T. [WithoutJ] Presently ^won't do, man ; you 
must come this minute. 

' Pound. [Without.'] I am but just paying a little mon^;ir 
here. 

Mrs, T, [Without J] Odds my life, paying money ! Is 
the man distracted ? Come here, I t^l you, to my lady, 
this moment — quick ! 

Enter Mas. Trusty, l. d. 

Lady 7. Will the monster come, or no? 

Mrs. 7. Yes, I hear him now, madam ; he is hobbling 
up as fast as he can. 

Lady T, Don*t let him come in — for he will keep sudi 
a babblipg about his accounti — my brain is not able^to 

G 
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in hi$ lumdi 
Mrg, T. Oh^ if • well you are come ! 'wliare's tbe fifty 
pounds! ^ 

Pound. Wby, here it is ; if you kad not been in such 
haste, I should have paid it by this tiine-«-4he man's bow 
writing a receipt below foe it. 

Mrs. T. No matter ; my lady says you mast net pay 
him with that money; there's not enough, it seems — 
there^s a guinea that is not good in it — ^besides, there is 
a mistake in the acicoant too — [TwUekiMg the bag from 
him.'] But she is net at leisure to examine it now ; so 
you must bid Mr. What-d'ye.ca]l«um call another time. 
Ladif T. What ia all that noise there? 

[Neise l. without. 
Pound, Why, an it please year ladyship-^- 
Xiody Tf Px'ytb^f don't plagae. me now ; but do as 
you were ordered. 
Pound, Nay, what your ladyship pleases, madam. 

lExit, L. D. 
Mrs, T. There they are, madam — {Pours the moiuy 
out of the bag.] — The pretty things were so near fall- 
ings into a nasty tradesman's hands, I protest it made 
que tremble for them ! — I foncy your ladyship had as 
good give me that bad guinea, for luck's sake— Thank 
yoo,BMi'am. [Takes a guinea. 

Lady T. Why, I did not bid you take it. 
Jfrs. r. No ; but your ladyship looked as if you were 
just going- to bid me ; and so I was willing to save yoi| 
the trouble of speaking, madam. 

Ladff T. Well, thou hast desen^d it ; and so, for oQce 
•^but hark S don't I hear the man making a noise yonder t 
Though, I think, we may compound for a little of his ill- 
humour. 
Jlfr«. 7. ril listen. 

MAtdy T. Pr>thee do. [Mrs. Trusty goes to t, D. 

, Fstittd. IWithout.] Well, but Mr. Lutestring— 
Lute. [Without.] I tell you, I insist — - 
Pound. [ Without*] WeU, but can't you call next week, 
Mr. Lutestring. 

Lute. [Withot^,"] T\\ be made a fool of no longer, Mr. 
Poaadage; apd if y«n.4oaH pay me my money — 

Pound. [Without.] Bless my soul, Mr. Lutestring; 
•ore you won' t ■ ■ .■ 
Lute. [WUhmti Indeed, but! wiU thoogh M won't 
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swaajr, but, if f leave ttiig hoase wUhoat my money, III . 
be damned, tbat*fl all. 

Mrs, T, Ay, they are at it, madam— lie's in a bitter 
passion with poor Poundage— Bless me ! I beliere he'll 
beat him — Mercy on ns, how the wretch swears ! 

Lady T. And a sober citizen, too ! that's a shame. 

ifrt. r. Ha ! I think airs silent of a sndden — may be 
the porter has knocked him down — I'll step and see. 

[Exit, L. D. 

Lady 7. These tradespeople are the troublesomest 
creatures ! No words will satisfy them * 

EnUr Mrs. Trcsty, l. d. 

Mrs* T, Oh, madam f iiadone— undone ! My lor4 has 
jost l>olted out upon the man, and is hearing all his 
pitiful story orer.— -If ypur ladyship pleases to boine 
hither, you may hear him yourself. 
■ Lady T, No matter : it will come round presently : I 
shall have it from my lord, without losing a word by the 
way, I'll warrant yoo. 

ifrs. 7. Oh, Ittd, madam ! here's my lord just com- 
ing in. 

Laiy T. Do you get out of the way, then. [Eadi Mrs, 
Trusty y l. s. e.] I am afraid I want spirits ; but be will 
soon give them me. 

Enter Lord Townly, l. i^ mid sHs r. qf table. 

Lord r. How comes it, madam, that a tradesman 
daies be clamorous in my house for money due to him 
firom you ? 

Xjodv 7. You don't expect, my lord, that I should an- 
swer ror other people's impertinence ? 

Lord 7. I expect, madam, you should answer for your 
own extravagancies, that are tiie occasion of it: I 
thought I had given you money three months ago to 
satisfy all these sort of people. 

LadyT, Yes; bat you see they never are to be 
satisfied. 

Lord 7. Nor am I, madam, longer to be abused thus 
— what's become of Uie last five hundred I gave you? 

LadyT. Gone. 

Lord T. Gone ! what way, madam f 

Lady 7. Half the town over, I believe, by this time. 

Lord T, 'Tis well ; I see ruin wiU nmke no impres*. 
•ion» till it foils upon you. 

02 
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JAdy T. [Rising wad advancijig tofrontTi In sbort, mj 
lord, if money is always the subject of our conversation, 
I shall make you no answer. 

Lord T, IRUing and advancing.'] Madam, madam, I > 
win be heard, and make you answer ^ 

Lady T, (a. c.) Make me! Then I must tell you, my 
lord, this is a language I have not been used to, and I 
won't bear it. r 

Lord r. (l. c.) Come, come, madam, you shall bear a 
great deal more before I part with you. 

liody T. My lord, if yon insult me, you will have as • 
much to bear on your side, I assure you. 

L^d r. Pooh 1 your spirit grows ridiculous ! 

you' havb neither honour, worth, nor innocenee to sup- 
port it. 

Lady 7*. You^ll find, at least, I have resentment; and 
do you look well to the provocation. 

Lord.T* After those you have given me, madam, *tis 
almost infamous to talk with you. 

Lady T. I scorn your imputation and your menaces. 
The narrowness of youi heart is your monitor — 'tis there, 
there, my lord, you are wounded; you have less to' 
complain of, than many husbands of an equal rank 
to you. 

Lord T. Death ! madam, do you presume upon your 
corporal merit, that your person's less tainted than 
your mind ? Is it there, tl^ere alone, an honest husband 
can be injured ? Have you not every othor vice that 
can debase your birth, or stain the heart of woman?. 
Is not your health, your beauty, husband, fortune»' 
family disclaimed^or nights consumed in riot and 
extravagance? The wanton does no more; — if she 
conceals her shame, does less ; and sure the dissolute 
avowed as sorely wrongs my honour and my quiet 

[Walks about.' 

LadyT. I see, my lord, what sort of wife might . 
please you. 

LordT. Ungrateful woman! could you h&ve seen, 
yourself, you in yourself had seen her — I am amazed 
our legislature has left no precedent of a divorce for, _ 
this more visible injury, this adultery of the mind, as 
well as that of the person I When a woman's whole 
heart is alienated to pleasures I have no share in, what 
is it to me whetlier a black ace or a powdered coxcomb 
has possession of it. [Change places.'^ 






Idtdy T. (l. c.) If you hare not Ibsnd it y«t, my tord, 
this is not tbe way to get posseMion of miae, depend 
v^ait. 

Lord T, (r. c.) That, madam, I have long detpaired 
of ; and, tiaoe our happiaesB caanot be mntaal, tis fit 
that, with oar hearts, our persons too shoald separate. 
^— This house you sleep no more ia; though yoar cotf^ 
teat aught grossly feed upon the dishonour of a hua- 
irnad, yet my desires would starve upon the features of 
a wife. 

LadtfT. Your style, my lord, is mueh of the same 
ddaeacy with your senHaientB of hoxK>ar ! 

Lord T, Madam, madam, this is no time ibr comp'i<' 
me«ts-^I, have dcme with you. 

Lady T. Done with me ! If we had never met, m^^ 
lord, t had oot tooke my heart for it— but have a care : 
I may. not, perhaps, be so easily recalled as you may 
imagine. 

Lard T. Recalled ! — ho's there ? 

[Lady Townly reHre$ back* 

Enter Williams, l. d. 

Hesire my sister and Mr. Manly to walk up. 

lExU WUlUnu, L, ». 

Lady T* [Returning,'] My lord, you may proceed as 
you please ; bat prayi what indiscretions have t com- 
mitted, that are not dail;^ practised by a hundred other 
women of quality ? 

Isrd r. (l.) Tis not the number of ill wives, madam^ 
that makes the patience of a husband less contemptible { 
and, though a bad one may be the best man's lot, yet 
heUl make a better figure in the world, that keeps his 
misfortunes out of doors, than he that tamely keeps them 
within. 

Lady 7. (a. c.) I don't know what figure you may 
make, my lord ; but I shall have no reason to be 
ashamed of mine, in whatever company I may meet 
you. 

Lord T, Be sparing of your spirit, madam ; you!U 
need it to support you. [Lady TovtmJiy 8kmd» a. 

Enter Lady Grace arid Ma. Manly, l. d« 

Mr. Manly, I have an act of friendship to beg of you> 
which wants mora apologies than words cas make 
tor it. ■ * 

g3 
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' Mnily* (l. c.) Then, pray make none, my lord, tiiat I 
nay have the greater merit ia obliging yoii« 

Lord r. (r. c.) Sister, I have the same^ excuse to en- 
treat of you, too. . * . * 

Lady G* (l. c.) To your request, I beg, my lord. . ' 

Lord 7. Thus, then — As you both were present at 
ray Ul-eonsidered marriage, I now desire you each will 
be a witness of my determined separation.-^! know, sir, 
your good nature, and my sister's, must be shocked at 
the office I impose on you ; but, as I don^t ask your jus- 
tification of my cause, so, I hope, you .are ooAscious, 
that an ill woman can't reproach' you, if you are silent 
on her side. 

Manly, My lord, I never thought, till now, it could 
be difficult to oblige you. 

Lord T. (L.€.) For you, my Lady Townly, I need not 
here repeat the provocation of my parting with you— the 
world, I fear, is too well informed of them. — For the 
good lord, your dead father*s sake, I will still support 
you as his daughter. — As the Lord Townly*s wife, you 
haye had eveiy thing a fond husband could bestow, and, 
to our mutual shame I speak it, more than happy wives 
desire — But those iudulgencies must end — state, equi- 
page, and splendour, but ill become the vices that 
misuse them — [Lady Grace quits her position t., aiid 
stands close on tlie right of Lady Tovnly^ r.] — The de- 
cent necessaries of life shall be supplied, but not one 
article of luxury — not even the coach, that waits to 
carry you from hence, shall you ever use again. Your 
tender aunt, my Lady Lovemore, with tears, this 
. morning, has consented to receive you ; where, if time, 
and your condition, bring you a due reflection, your Al- 
lowance shall be increased ; but if you still are lavish 
of your little, or pine for past licentious pleasures, that 
little shall be less ; nor will I call that soul my friend 
that names you in my hearing. 

Lady G. (r.) My heart bleeds for her ! {^Aside, 

ijord T. -Oh, Manly, look there ! turn back thy 
thoughts with me, and witness to my gprowing love. — 
There was a time, when I believed that form incapable 
of vice or of decay ; there I proposed the partner of an 
easy home ; there I for ever hoped to find a cheerful 
companion, a faithful friend, a useful helpmate, and a 
tender mother — ^but, oh, how bitter now the disappoint- 
ment! 
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ilfimly. (l.) The world is different in its sense of 
happiness : offended as yoo are, I know you will still be 
just. 

Lord r. Fear me not. 

Jfaiiiy. This lasl speedy I see, has struck her ! 

[Atide. 

hord T, No, let me not (though I this moment cast 
her from my heart for ever), let me not urge her punish- 
ment beyond her crimes-^I know the world is fond of 
any tale that feeds its appetite of scandal ? — and, as T am 
conscious severities of this kind seldom fail of ioiputa^ 
tiotts too gross to mention, I here, before y«u both, acquit 
her of <the least suspicion raised agaifist the honour of my 
bed. Therefore, when abroad her conduct may be 
^questioned, do her fame that justice. 

Lady T, Oh, sister ! {Turns to Lady Grace, tveepiwfr. 

Lord T. IVhen I am spoken of, where without favour 
this action may be canvassed', relate but half ihy provo- 
cations, and give me 4]p to censure. [Gotitg', L. 

Lady T, Support me — save me — hide me from the 
v^orld ! [Falling on Lady Grace's neck* 

Lyrd r. [Returning,'] I had forgot me — You have no 
share, in my resentment ; therefore, as you have lived in 
friendship with her, your parting may admit of gentler 
terms, than suit the honour of an injured husband* 

. [Offers to go out^ L. 
- Manly, [Inter^sing.'] My lord, you must not, shall 
not, leave her thus 1 — One moment s stay can do your 
cause no wrong. Tf looks can speak the anguish of her 
heart, I'll answer with my life, there's something labour- 
ing in her mind, that, would you bear the hearing, might 
deserve it. 

' ' Lord T. Consider-^since we no more can meet, press 
not my staying to insult her. 

Lady T. Yet stay, my lord — ^the little I would say 
will not deserve an insult : and undeserved, I know your 
nature gives it not. ^ut, as you've called in friends to 
witness your resentment, let them be equal hearers of my 
last reply. 

Lord T. I shan*t refuse yoti that, madam — belt so. 

JLady T, My lord, you ever have complained I wanted 
love ; but as yoti l^indly have allowed I never gave it to 
another, so, when you hear the story of my heart, though 
you may still complain, you will not wonder at my 
coldness. - 
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JMcfMly. This, my lord, you are concerned to hear. 

Lord T. Propeed~<*I am attentive. 

Lady T, Before I was your bride, my lord, the flat* 
tering world had talked me into beauty : which, at my 
glass, my youthful vamty i^ninped. Wild with that 
lame, I thought mankind my slaves — I triumphed over 
iMarts, while all my pleasure was their pain : yet was 
my own so equally insensible to all, that, when a Other's 
firm commands enjoined mc to nudce choice of one, I even 
ihere declined the liberty he gave, and to his own elec- 
tion yielded up my youth-^his tender care^ m.j lord^ 
directed him to you-^CNir hands were joined, but still 
my heart was wedded to its folly : — My only joy was 
power, command, society, profuseness, and to lead in 
pleasures. The husband's right to rule, I thought a 
vulgar law, which only th^s deformed or meanly -spirited 
obeyed. J knew no directors, but my passions ; no mas- 
ter* but my will. Even you, my lord, some time o'er» 
jcome by love, were pleased with my delights ; nor then 
foresaw this mad misuse of your indulgence.- And though 
I call myself ungrateful while I own it, yet, as a truths 
it cannot be denied, that kind iadulgence has undone 
me ; it added strength to my habitual failings, and, in a 
heart thus warm in wild, unthinking life, no wonder if 
the gentler sense of love was lost 

LordT> Ob, Manly, where has this creature's heart 
been buried ? lAfmrt, 

Mmly. If yet recoverable, how vast the treasure ! 

[Apart, 

LadyT, What I have said, my lord, is not my 
excuse, but my confession \ my errors (give them« if you 
please, a harder name) cannot be defended. — No, what's 
in its nature wrong, no words can palHate-^no plea can 
alter ! What then remains in ray condition, but nesig- 
^ation to your pleasure ? Time only can convince you 
of my future ccmduct : therefore, till I have lived an 
4)bject of forgiveness, I dare not hope for pardon— The 
{»enjBince of a lonely, contrite life were little to the inno- 
cent ; but to have deserved this separation will strew 
perpetual thorns upon my pUlow. Sister, farewell! 
IKwing her,'\ Your virtue o«ed9 no wfu'nisig from the 
shame that falls on me; but when you think I have 
atoned my folUe9 papt, pei:Mia4e your injured brother to 
i9rgive then). 
Lm'd 7. No, madam ! your errors, thus renounced, 
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this instant are forgotten ! Long-parted friends, that 
pass through easy voyages of life, receive but common 
gladness in their meeting : but from a shipwreck saved, 
we mingle tears with our embraces. 

IRun into, each other's amu, 

Ladif.T. (c.) What words — what love — what duty can 
repay such obligations ? 

Lord T, (c.) Preserve but this desire to please, your 
power is endless. 

Lady T. (l. c.) Oh ! till this moment, never did I 
know, my lord, I had a heart to give you ! 

Lord T. (l. c.) By heaven, this yielding hand, when 
first it gave you to my wishes, presented not a treasure 
more desirable ! Oh, M^nly ! sister ! as you have often 
shared in my disquiet, partake of my felicity — ^my new- 
born joy ! See here ! the bride of my desires 1 This 
may be called my wedding-day. 

Lady G. (c.^ Sister, (for now methinks that name is 
dearer to me than ever) let me congratulate the happi- 
ness that opens to you. , 

Manly, (c.) Long, long, and mutual may it flow ! 

Lord T. To make our happiness complete, my dear, 
join here with me to give a hand, that amply will repay 
the obligation. 

Lady T, Sister, a day like this 

Lady G. (i . c.) Admits of no excuse against the gene- 
ral joy. [Ginea her hand to Manly, 

Manly, A joy, like mine despairs of words to 

speak it. 

Lord T, (a.) Ob, Manly, how the name of friend en- 
dears the brother ! \Emhraeing him. 

Manly, (l.) Your words, my lord, will warm me to 
deserve them. 

Lady T, (r. c.) Sister, to your unerring virtue I now 
commit the guidance of my future days. 

Never the paths of pleasure more to tread, 

But where your guarded innocence shall lead ; 

For, in tbe marriage state, the world must own, 

Di^ded happiness was never known. 

To make it mutual, nature points the way : 

Let husbands govern ; gentle wives obey. [Exeunt. 

THE END. 



EPILOGUE. 



MBTninKS I hear some powdered critics say* 4^ 
** Damn it ! this wife reformM has spoiPd the play ! L 

The coxcomb should have drawn her more in fashioD, >'* 

Hare gratify'd her sober inclination, ■ — 

Have tipp'd her a gallant, and clinch'd the proYOcatioh.'' I 

But there oar bard stopp'd short *, for 'twere uncivil ,fP\ 

IV KawA wtntMAth n «nA/lA«>n KaIIa oil /\'ov a ilMlTll I ' 



T* have made a modem belle all o'er a devil ! 
He hoped, in honour of the sex, the age 
Would bear one mended woman — on the stage. 

From whence, you see, by common sense's rules, 
Wives might be governed, were not husbands fools. 
Whatever by nature dames are prone to do, 
Hiey seldom stray but when they govern you. 
When the wild wife perceives her deary tame, 
No wonder then she plays him all the game. 
But men of sense meet rarely that disaster ; 
Women take pride where merit is their master : 
Nay, she tiiat with a weak man wisely lives. 
Will seem t' obey the due commands he gives ! 
Happy obedience is no more a wonder. 
When men are men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modem consorts are such high-bred creatures. 
They think a husband's pow'r degrades their features; 
That nothing more proclaims a reigning beauty, 
Than that she never was reproached with duty. 
And that the greatest blessing heaven e'er sent 
Is in a spouse incurious and content 

To give such dames a different cast of thought, 
By calling home the mind, these scenes were wrought. 
If with a hand too rude, the task is done, 
We hope the scheme by Lady Grace laid down, 
With idl such freedom with the sex atone. 
That virtae there, unsoil'd by modish art. 
Throws o«t attraction for a Manly's heart. 
Ifou, you, then, ladies, whose unquestioned lives 
Give you the foremost fame of happy wives. 
Protect, for its attempt, this helpless play, 
Nor leave it to the vulgar taste a prey ; 
Appear the frequent champions of its cause, 
Direct the crowd, and give yourselves applause. 

LunkMi: Prtaled by G. H. Davldaoo, Ireland Yard, Itaeltfn' CoUmiuw 
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WAY TO KEEP HIM. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Room in Lovemore^i House, 

William at Cards with a brother Servant. 

Will* [l. of Tdble.l A plague on it ! I've turned 
out my game. — Is forty-seven good? 

Serv,, [r. of Table.] Equal. 

Will. A plague go with it — tearse to a queen 

Serv. Equal. 

Will. Vye ruin*d my game, and be hang*d to me. 
I donH belieye there*s a footman in England plays 
with worse luck than myself. — Four aces is fourteen ! 

Serv. That's hard : — ;cruel, by Jupiter ! 

Will. Four aces is fourteen— fifteen. ^\_Plays. 

Serv. There's your equality. 

Will, Very well sixteen— [P/ay«. J seventeen — 

[Plays. 

Enter Muslin, l. 

Mus. (l.) There's a couple of you, indeed — 
You're so fond of the vices of your betters, that 
you're scarce out of your beds, when you must pre- 
tend to imitate them aad their ways, forsooth. 

Will. Pr'ythee, be quiet, woman, do— Eighteen— 

iPlays. 

Mus. Set you up, indeed, Mr. Coxcomb • 

Will. Nineteen !— Clubs — [Plays. 

Mus. Have done with your foolery, will ye ? and 
send my lady word— - 

Will. Hold your tongue, Mrs. Muslin, you'll put 
*«fi out. — What shall I play? — 1 tell you, woman. 

B 
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my master and I desire to have nothing to say to you 

or your lady. Twenty— Diamonds I [Plays. 

Mus. But I tell you, Mr. Saucebox; that my lady 
desires to know when your master came home last 
night, and how he is this morning? 

WilL Pr'ythee, be quiet : T and my master are re- 
solved to be teased no more by you. And so, Mrs. 
Oo-between, you may return as you came. What the 
devil shall I play ?— We*n have nothing to do with 

you, I tell you 

Mus. You'll have nothing to do with us ! But you 
shall have to do with us, or Til know thereason why. 
ISnatches the cards out qf their hands and scatters 
them on the floor. 

Will. Death and fury ! [Both rise.] This meddling 
woman has destroyed my whole game. 

Mus. Now, sir, will you be so obliging as to send 
an answer to her qu^tions — How and when your 
rake-helly master came home last night? 

[Exit Servant, l. 
Will, (c.) 1*11 tell you what, Mrs. Muslin— you 
and my master will be the death of me at last ; that's 
what you will. In the name of charity, what do you 
both take me for ? Whatever appearances may be, I 
am but of mortal mould : nothing supernatural about 
me. 
Mus. (l.) Upon my word, Mr. Powderpuflf !— 
Will. I have not indeed — And so, do you see, flesh 
and blood can't hold it always — I can't be for ever a 
slave to your whims, and your second-hand airs. 
Mus. Second-hand airs ! — 

Will. Yes; second-hand airs! — You take them at 
your ladies' toilets with their cast gowns, and so you 
descend to us with them.— And then, on the other 
hand, there's my master! — Because he chooses to live 
upon the principal of his health, and so run out his 
whole stock as fast as he can, he must have the plea- 
sure of my company with him in his devil's dance to 
the other world.— Never at home till three, four, five, 
six in the morning ! 

Mus. Ay, a vile, ungrateful man ! to have so little 
regard for a wife that doats upon him.— And your 
love for me, is all of a piece. I've no patience with 
yon both. A couple of false, perfidious, abandoned, 
pofi igate 
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Will. Hey, hey, iwhere*s your tongue ruDiiing ? — 
My master is, as the world goes, a good sort of a 
civil kind of a hi'sband, and 1 — Heaven help me — 
a poor simpleton of an amorous, constant puppy, 
that bears with all the follies of his little tyrant here. 
Come and kiss me, you jade, come and kiss me. 

Mu8. Patfrs oflf, Ccesar— Don't think to make me 
your dupe. I know when you go with him to this 
new lady,, this Bath acquaintance — and I know you>e 
as false as my master, and give all my dues to your 
Mrs. Mignionet there 

Will, Hush, not a word of that. Vm ruined, 

Eressed, and sent on board a tender directly, if you 
lab that I trusted you with that secret But to 

charge me witK falsehood, injustice, and Ingratitude ! 
My master, to be sure, does di'ink an agreeable dish 
of tea with the widow. Has been there every night 
this month past. How long it will last, heaven 
knows ! But thither he goes, and I attend him. ' ■ 
I ask my master, Sir, says I, what time would you 
please to want me ? He gives me his answer, and 
tlen I strut by Mrs. Mignionet, without so much as 
ti{'ping her one glance ; she stands watering at the 
mouth, and '* A pretty fellow, that," says she — 
** Ay, ay, gaze on," says I, [l.] •* gaze on ; I see 
what you would be at : — you'd be glad to have me — 
you'd be glad to have me ! But, sour grapes, my 
dear ! I'll go home and cherish my own lovely wan- 
ton." [FoWow* her about.'\ And so I do, you know I 
do. Then, after toying with thee, I hasten back to 
my master — later, indeed, than he desires, but always 
too soon for him. He's loath to part ; he lingers and 

dangles, and I stand cooling my heels. O, to 

the devil I pitch such a life ! 

Mu8, (i.) Why don't you strive to reclaim the 
Tile man then ? 

Will, (l.c.) Softly, not so fast ; I have my talent 
to be sure ! yes, yes, I have my talent ; some in- 
fluence over my master's mind : But can you supposo 
th«t I have power to turn the drift of his inclinations, 
and lead him as I please— and to whom?-'to his wif« ! 
Pshaw I ridiculous, foolish, aad absurd. 

ATu*. (r. c.) Mighty well, sir! can you proceed? 

Will, (c.) I (ell you, a wife is out of date now-a- 
days ; timo was — but that's all over — a wife's a drug 

B 2 
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now ; mere tar-water, with every virtue under hea- 
ven, but nobody takes it. 

Mu». Well, I swear I could slap your Impudent 
face. 

WUL (r.) Come and kiss me, I say 

Mui. (r.) a fiddlestick for your kisses! — while 
you encourage your master to open rebellion against 
the best of wives 

W%U. I tell you, it*s her own fault ; why don*t she 
strive to please him, as you do me ?— Come, throw 
your arms about my neck 

Jkfic«. Ay, as I used to do, Mr. Brazen! — Hush! 
My lady's bell rings. How long has he been up ? 
When did he come home ? 

Will. At five this morning ; rubbed his forehead, 
damn*d himself for a blockhead, went to bed in a 
peevish humour, and is now in tiptop spirits with Sir 
Brilliant Fashion, in the next room. \BtU rings. 

Mv8. O lud! that bell rings again. Come, now, 
give me a kiss. ^Running back,"] There, there, let 
me be gone. [She kisses him. — Ejcit, l. 

Will. There goes high and low life contrasted in 
one person : 'tis well I have not told her the whole 
of my master's secrets : she'll blab that he visits this 
widow from Bath. But if they inquire, they'll be 
told he does not. The plot lies deeper than they are 
aware of, and so they will only get into a puzzle — 
hush I yonder comes my master and Sir Brilliant- 
Let me go out of the way. Here, Tom, help me to 
take away the things. [Exeunt^ i*. 

Enter Lovbmorb and Sir Brilliant Fashion, r. 

Love. Ha! ha !— my dear Sir Brilliant — I must 
both pity and laugh at you — I'll swear thou art me- 
tamorphosed into the most whimsical being I— 

Sir Bril. (r.) Nay, pr'ythee, Lovemore, a truce 
with your raillery — ^it is for sober advice that I 
apply to you 

Love, (g.) Sober advice !^ha I ha I Thou art very 
far gone indeed. Sober advice ! There is no such 
thing as talking seriously and soberly to the tribe of 
overs— That eternal absence of mind that possesses 
ye all— There is no society with you — I was damnable 
company myself, when I was one of the pining herd ; 
but a dose of natrimony has brought me back again 
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to myself ; has cooled me pretty handsomely, 1 assure 
you ; — Ay ! and here comes repetatur Haustu9, 

Enter Muslin, l. 

Mus.^h.) My lady sends her compliments, and 
desires to know how you are this morning ? 

Love, O lord ! my head aches wofuUy — It's the 
deyil to be teased in this manner — What did you say, 
child ? 

Mus, My lady sent to know how you do, sir — 
' Love, Q right ! your lady give her my com- 

pliments, and 1 am yery well : tell her — 

Mus. She begs you won't think of going out with- 
out seeing her. 

Love. There again, now I — tell her — tell her what 
you will— I shall be glad to see her — I'll wait on her 
— any thing — what you will. 

Mus. I shall let my lady know, sir. {Exit, l. 

Love. My dear Sir Brilliant, you see I am an ex- 
ample before your eyes — Put the Widow Bellmour 
entirely out of your head, and let my Lord Ethe- 
ridge — 

Sir Bril. (h.) Positively no !— My pride is piqued, 
and if I can, my Lord Etheridge shall find me a more 
formidable rival than he is aware of. 

Enter William, l. 

Will. Sir Bashful Constant is in his cliariot at the 
upper end of the street, and has sent his servant to 
know if your honour is at home. 

Love. By all means 1 shall be glad to see Sir 

Bashful. yExit William, l.] Now here comes ano- 
ther mortifying instance to deter you from all thoughts 
of marriage. 

Sir Bril. Pshaw ! hang him ; he is no instance for 
me — a younger brother, who has lived in middling 
life ; comes to an estate and a title on the death of a 
consumptive baronet, marries a woman of quality, 
and carries the primitive ideas of his narrow educa- 
tion into high life — Hang him !— he is no example 
forme. . 

Love. But he is a good deal improved since that 
time. 

Bir Bril. Po ! a mere Hottentot ; unacquainted 
with Ufe—*blu8hes every moment, and looks suspi 
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cious, as if he imagined *yoa haYd some design upon 
him. 

Love, Why, I fancy, I can explain that— I have 
found out a part of his character lately. You must 
know,^ there is nothing he dreads so much as being 
an object of ridicule : and so, let the customs and 
fashions of the world be ever so absurd, he com- 
plies, lest he should be laughed at for being particular 

Sir Bril, And so, through the fear of being ridi- 
culous, he becomes substantially so every moment. 
. Love, Just so. And then, to see him shrink back, 
as it were, from your observation, casting a jealous 
and fearful eye all around him. {^Mimics him. 

Sir BriL Ha ! ha ! — that's his way — ^but there is 

something worse in him ^his behaviour to his lady — 

Ever quarrelling, and insulting her with nonsense about 
th6 dignity of a husband, and his superior reason. 

Love. Why, there again now ; his fear of being ridi- 
culous may be at the bottom of that. I don't think he 
hates my Lady Constant— She is a fine woman, and 
knows the world. There is something mysterious in that 
part of his conduct. 

Sir Bril, Mysterious I not to you — ^he is ever consult- 
ing you—you are in all his secrets. 

Love. Yes, but I can never find any of them out I 
And yet there is something working within, that he 
would fain tell me, and yet he is shy, and he hints, and 
he hesitates, and then he returns again into himself, and 
ends just where he began. Hark ! I hear his chariot at 
the door. 

. Sir Bril. Why do you let him come after you ? — he is 
a sad troublesome fellow, Lovemore. 

Love, Nay, you are too severe— Come, he has 
fits of good-nature. 

Sir BriL His wife has fits of good-nature, you mean 
—How goes on your design there ? 

Love„ Po, po ! I have no design, but I take it, you 
are a formidable man in that quarter. 

Sir Bril. Who, I ? Pshaw ! no such thing. 

Love. Never deny it to me ; I know you have made 
advances. 

Sir Bril. Why, faith, I pity my Lady Constant, and 
cannot bear to see her treated as she is. 

Love. Well, that's generous— have a care ; I hear him 
— ^Sir Brilliant, I admire your amorous charity of all 
things~ha ! ha ! — Hush ! here he comes. 
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Enter Sir Bashful, l< 

Sir Bash, (l.) Mr. Lovemore, a good morning to 
you ■ Sir Brilliant, your servant, sir. 

Sir Bril. (r.) Sir Bashful, I am heartily glad to sea 
you — I hope you left my lady well . 

Sir Bath. I can't say, sir ; I am not her physician. 

Sir Bril, What a brute ! — ^Well, Lovemore, I must 
be ffone. 

£ov€. Why in such a hurry? 

Sir Bril. (l.) I must— I promised to call on a lady 
over the way— A relation of mine from Wiltshire— I 
shan't stay long. 

Love. Very well — a I'honneur. 

Sir Bril. Sir Bashful, your servant — Mr. Lovemore, 
yours. [i5xi7, l. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovemore, I am glad he is gone ; for 
I have something to advise with you about. 

Love, (r.) Have you? 

Sir Bash, (c.) I have had another brush with my wife ! 

Love. I am sorry for it, SirBashful^I am perfectly 
glad of it. [Aside. 

Sir Bash. Ay ! and pretty warm the quarrel was. — 
** Sir Bashful," says she, "I wonder you will dis- 
grace yourself at this rate — you know my pin money 
is not sufficient. My mercer has been with me again 
—I can't bear to be dunn'd at this rate :" and then 
she added something about her quality-^you know, 
Mr. Lovemore, [smiling] she is a woman of quality. 

Love. Yes, and a fine woman too ! 

Sir Bash. No— no— no— do you think she is a fine 
woman ? 

Love. Most certainly — a very fine woman ! 

Sir Bash. [Smiling.} Why, yes 1 think she is 

what you may call a fine woman. She keeps good 
company, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. The very best. 

Sir Bash. Yes, yes — 'that she does — your tiptop — 
none else ; but one would not encourage her too 
much, for all that, Mr. Lovemore— the world would 
think me but a weak man if I did. 

Love. The world will talk, Stt Bashful. 

Sir Bash. (r. c.) So it will ; and so I answered her 
stoutly. ** Madam," says I, " a fig for your quality 
*~don't qHality me— I'll act like a man of sense, 
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madam, and I'll be master in my own house, madam ; 
r have made a provision for the issue of our marriage 
in the settlement, madam ; and I would have you to 
know, that I am not obliged to pay for your cats and 
your dogs, and your squirrels, and your monkeys 
and your gaming debts.** 

Jjove. (l. c.) How could you ? That was too 
sharply said 

Sir Bash, Ay, ay, I gave it her— but -for all that 
[^smiling'l — I — I— am very good-natured at the 
bottom, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love, I dare say you are. Sir Bashful. 

Sir BcLsh, Yes, yes ; but a man must keep up his 
own dignity — I'll tell you what I did— I went to the 
mercer's myself, and paid him the money. 

[^Smiles at htm. 

Love, Did you ? 

Sir Bash, I did : but then one would not let the 
world know that — No, no. 

Love, By no means. 

Sir Bash. It would make them think me too uxo- 
rious. 

Love, So it would !-— I must encourage that notton 
of his. [Aside. 

Sir Bash, And so I told him; *' Mr. Lutestring,** 
says I, *' mum's the word — there is your money ; 
but let nobody know that 1 paid you slily." 

Love, Well, you have the handsomest way of doing 
a genteel thing 

Sir Bash, But that is not all I have to tell you. 

Love, No I 

Sir Bash, No— no — [smiles,'} — I have a deeper se- 
cret than that. 

Love, Have ye ? 

Sir Bash, I have —may I trust you t 

Love, O I upon my honour 

Sir Bash. Well, well I I know you are my friend 
— I know you are, and I have great confidence in you. 
[Looking round,\ Look ye, Mr. Lovemore, you 
must know 

Enter Muslin, l. 

Mus, (l.) Sir, my lady desires to know, if you 
will drink a dish of tea with her this morning t 
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Love. I desire I may not be teased in this manner — 
tell your mistress — go — go about your business-* 

ITurns her out. 
Sir Bti$h. [Aside. "i Ay ! I see he don't care a 
tjherrystone for his wife. 

Love. I hate this interruption — Well, Sir Bash- 
ful— 

Sir Bash. No ; he does not care a pinch of snuff 
for her. \_Asidc. 

Love. Well — Proceed, Sir Bashful— 
Sir Bash. It does not signify, Mr. Lovemore ; it's 
a foolish affair ; I won't trouble you about it — 
Love, Nay, that's unkind- 
Sir Bash. Well, well I come, I will — Do you think 
Muslin did not overhear us ? {^Looking round. 

Love. Not a syllable— Come, come, we are safe- 
Sir Bash. Let me ask you a question first— Pray 
now, have you any regard for your lady ? 
Love. The highest value for her. 
Sir Bash. I repose it with you. You must know, 
Mr. Lovemore— as I told you— I am at the bottom 
very good-natured ; and though appearances may in 
some sort — [Sir Brilliant rings without.'] We are 
interrupted again. 

Enter Sir Brilliant, l. singing. 

Sir Brit, (l.) Well, I have paid my visit, Love- 
more. 

Love. This is the - most, cross accident— So, Sir 
Brilliant ! 

Sir Bash, Ah ! I see there is no going on now— 
Mr. Lovemore, I wish you a good day. 

Love. Po I Pr'ythee— you sha'n't go. 

Sir Bash. Yes, yes ; another time— Suppose you 
call at my house at one o'clock— nobody shall inter- 
rupt us there. {Aside to Lovemore, l. 

Love, With all my heart. 

Sir Bash. Do so, then; do so — we'll be snug by 
ourselves— Well, Mr. Lovemore, your servant, a 
good morning — Sir Brilliant, I kiss your hand. You 
won't forget, Mr. Lovemore. 

jjove. Depend upon me. 

Sir Bash, Very well. He is the only friend I have. 

{Exit J L. 
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Love. Ha! ha ! — you broke in upon us in the most 
critical moment— •he was just going to eommunicate— 
Sir Bril, I beg your pardon ; I did not know— >- 
Love. Nay, it's no matter ; I shall get it out of him 
another time. 

Enter Muslin, l. 

Mug. My lady, sir, is quite impatient. 

Love. Pshaw ! for ever teasing ! — 1*11 wait upon 
her presently. [Exit Muslin, l. 

Sir Bril. I'll step and entertain her while you dress 
—May I take that liberty, Loyemore I 

Love. You know you may— no ceremony— how 
could you ask such a question ? apropos ; but, Sir 
Brilliant, first step one moment into my study— I 
want just one word with you. 

Sir Bril. I attend you. 

Love. This absurd Sir Bashful ! ha ! ha ! a ridicu- 
lous, anaccountable ha! ha! [Exeunt, r. 

SCENE ll'"Another Apartment. 

Mrs. Loyemore sittingy r. c. and a Maid attending 

her. 

Mrs. Love. This trash of tea !— I don't know why 
I drink so much of it. Heieho I — I wonder what 
keeps Muslin— Do you step, cnild, and see if she is 
come back. 

Maid. Yes, ma'am. [Exit^ l. 

Mrs. Love. Surely, never was any poor woman 
treated with such cruel indifference ; nay, with such 
an open, undisguised insolence of gallantry. 

Enter Muslin, l. 

Mrs. Love. Well, Muslin, have you seen his prime 
minister ? 

Mu$. (l. c.) Yes, ma'am, I have seen Mr. William ; 
ymd he says, as how my master came home according to 
custom, at five this morning, and in a huge pickle. He 
is now in his study, and has Sir Brilliant Fashion with 
lum. 

Mrs, Love, Is he there again t 
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Mus. He iSy ma*am ; and as I came by the door I 
heard them both laughing as loud as any thing. 

Mrs. Love. About some precious mischief, 1*11 be 
swoFn ; and all at my cost too ! Heigho I 

Mus. Dear ma'am, why will you chagrin yourself 
about a vile man, that is not worth — ^no, as I live and 
breathe— not woi^h a single sigh I 

Mrs. Love. What can I do. Muslin ? 

Mils. Do, ma*am! Lard! if I was as you, I'd do 
for him ; as I'm a living christian, I would. If I could 
not cure my grief, I'd find some comforts, that's what I 
would. 

Mrs. Love^ Heigho ! I have no comfort. 

Mus. No comfort, ma'am } Whose fault then ? Would 

any body but you, ma'am it provokes me to think of 

it. Would any body, ma'am, young and handsome as 
you are, with so many accomplishments, ma'am, sit at 
bome here, as melancholy as a poor servant out of place ? 
And all this, for what ? Why for a husband I and such 
a husband I What do you think the world will say of 
you, ma'am, if you go on in this way 1 

Mrs. hove. I care not what they say — I am tired of 
the world, and ihe world may be tired of me, if it will : 
my troubles are my own only, and I must endeavour to 
bear them. Who knows what patience may do ? If 
Mr. Lovemore has any feeling left, my resignation may 
some day or other have its effect, and incline him to do 
me justice. 

Mus. But, dear ma'am, that's waiting for dead men's 
shoes. Incline him to do you justice ! What signifies 
expecting and expecting 1 Give me a bird in the hand. 
Lard, ma'am, to be for ever pining and grieving 1 Dear 
heart ! if all the women in Londbn, in your case, were 
to sit down and die of the spleen, what would become 
of all the public places t They might turn Vauxhall into 
a bop-garden, make a brewhouse of Ranelagh, and let 
both the playhouses to a methodist preacher. We should 
not have the racketting with them we have now — " John, 
let the horses be put to— -John, go to my Lady Trump- 
about's, and invite her to a snail party of twenty or 
thirty crjrd-table8.-^John, run to my Lady Catgut, and 
let her ladyship know I'll wait on her to the new opera. 
—John, run as fast as ever you can, with my compli* 
ments to Mr. Brandon, and tell him, I shall take it as 
the greatest favour on «arth, if he will let me have a 

o 2 
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side-box for the new play. No excuBe, tell him. " They 
whisk about the town, and rantipole it with as uncon- 
cerned looks, and as florid outsides, as if they were 
treated at home like so many goddesses, though every 
body knows possession has ungoddessed them all long 
ago ; and their husbands care no more for them — no, by 
jingo, no more than they do for their husbands. 

Mrs. Love. You run on at a strange rate. 

Mus. Dear ma^am, His enough to make a body run on. 
If eTery body thought like you — 

Mrs. Love, If every body lov'd like me. 

Mus. A brass thimble for love, if it is not answered 
by love. What the deuce is here to do ? Shall I go 
and fix my heart upon a man, that shall despise me for 
that very reason ; and, " Aye," says he, ** poor fool, I 
see she loves me — the woman's well enough, only she 
has one inconvenient circumstance about her: I'm mar- 
ried to her, and marriage is the devil.'* And.then, when 
he's going a rogueing, smiles impudently in your face, 
and, ** My dear, divert yourself, I'm just going to kill 
half an hour at the chocolate-house, or to peep in at 
the play: your servant, my dear, your servant." Fie 
upon, 'em ! I know 'em all. Give me a husband that 
will enlarge the circle of my innocent pleasures : — but a 
husband now-a-days, ma'am, is no such a thing. A hus- 
band now, as I hope for mercy, is nothing at all but .a 
scarecrow ; to show you the fruit, but touch it if you 
dare. A husband ! the devil take 'em all ! — Lord for- 
give me for swearing — is nothing but a bug-bear, a snap- 
dragon ; a husband, ma'am, is — 

Mrs. Love. Pr'ythee, peace with your tongue, and 
see what keeps that girl. 

Mus. Yes, ma'am. — Why, Jenny I iCallingj l.] why 
don't you come up to my lady ? What do you stand a 
gossipping there for? — A husband, ma'am, is a mere 
monster; that is to say, if one makes him so ; then for 
certain he is a monster, indeed ; and if one does not 
make him so, then he behaves like a monster ; and of 

the two evils, by my troth ma'am, was you ever at 

the play of Catherine and Mercutio? The vile man 
calls his wife his goods, and his chattels, and his house- 
hold stuff. There you may see, ma'am, what a husband 
is — a husband is — ^But here comes one will tell you-— 
here comes Sir Brilliant Fashion. Ask his advice,, 
ma'am. 
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Mtm. Love. His adyice ! Ask advice of the tnan who 
has estranged Mr. LoTemore*s affections from me ! 

[Mrs. L. rises, and walks about on r. 
■ Mus, Well, I protest and vow, ma*am, I think Sir 
Brilliant a very pretty gentleman. He*s the very pink 
of the fashion ! He dresses fashionably, lives fashion- 
ably, wins your money fashionably, loses his own 
fashionably, and does every thing fashionably * and then, 
he is so lively, and talks so lively, and so much to say, 
and so never at a loss. But here he comes. 

Enter Sir Brilliant, l. singing. 

Sir Bril, (l.) [Muslin stands near r. u. e«] Mrs. 
Lovemore, your most obedient very humble servant. 
But, my dear madam, what always in a vis-a-vis party 
with your Suivante ? You will afford me your pardon, 
my dear ma*am, if I avow that this does a little wear 
the appearance of misanthropy. 

Mrs. Love, (c.) Far from it. Sir Brilliant. We were 
engaged in your panegyric. 

Sir Bril. My panegyric! Then I am come most 
apropos to give a helping hand towards making it com- 
plete. Mr, Lovemore will kiss your hand presently, 
ma*am, he has not as yet entirely adjusted his dress. 
In the mean time, I can, if you please, help you to some 
anecdotes, which will perhaps enable you to colour your 
canvass a little higher. 

Mrs. Love. I hope you will be sure, among those 
anecdotes — ^[Muslin advances r.] — you may go. Mus- 
lin — ^not to omit the egregious exploit of seducing Mr. 
Lovemore entirely from his wife. 

[She makes a sign to Muslin to go* — Exit 
Muslin, r. 
Sir BrU, I, ma*am I Let me perish, ma'am — 
Mrs. Love. O, sir, I am no stranger to—- 
Sir Bril. May fortune eternally forsake me, and beau- 
ty frown on me, if ever — 

Mrs. Love. Don*t protest too strongly. Sir Brilliant. 
SfV Bril. May I never hold four by honours — 
Mrs. Love. O, sir, it is in vain to deny — 
Sir Bril, Nay, but my dear Mrs. Lovemore, give me 
leiive. I alienate the affections of Mr. Lovemore I Con- 
sider, madam, how would this tell' in Westminster Hall ? 
Sir Brilliant Fashion, how say you? guilty of thisin- 

c 3 
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dictment or not ? Not g^lty, poz. Thus issue Is join- 
ed ; you enter the court, and in sober sadness ohiurge the 
whole upon me, without a word as to the how, when, 
and where. No proof positiTe— there ends the prosecu- 
tion. 
Mrs. Love, But, sir, your stating of the case-^ 
Sir BriL Dear ma'am, don't interrupt— 
Mrs. Love. Let me explain this matter- 
Sir Bril. (c.) Nay, Mrs. Lovemore, allow me fair play 
— I am now upon my defence. You will please to con- 
sider, gentlemen of the jury, that Mr. Lovemore is not a 
ward, nor I a guardian ; that he is his own master to do 
as he pleases ; that Mr. Lovemore is fond of gaiety, 
pleasure, and eigoyment ; that he knows how to live : to 
make use of the senses nature has given him, and plock 
the fruit that ^rows around him. This is the whole af- 
fair. How say ye, gentlemen of the jury? Not guilty-^ 
There, ma'am, you see, Not guilty. 

Mrs, Love, (n.) You run on finely. Sir Brilliant ; — 
but don't imagine that this bantering way-* 

Sir Bril. Acquitted by my country, ma'ain, yon se^)*— 
fairly acquitted ! 

Mrs, Love, After the very edifying counsel you give 
Mr. Lovemore, this loose strain of yours. Sir Brilliant, 
is not at all surprising ; and, sir, your late project— 
Sir J^rzY. My late jjroject ! 

Mrs. Love. Yes, sir, not content with leading Mr. 
Lovemore into a thousand dissipations from all conjugal 
affection and domestic happiness, you have lately intro- 
duced him to yofir Mr9.Bellmour'^ 

Sir Bril. Ma'am, he does not so much as know Mrs. 
Bellmour, 

Mrs. Love. Fie upon it. Sir Brilliant !— ^falsehood is 
but a poor — 

Sir Bril. Falsehood I disdain, ma'am— and I, Sir 
Brilliant Fashion, declare, that Mr. Lovemore, your hus- 
band, is not acquainted with th^ Widow Bellmour. Yoa 
don't knoTthat lady, ma'am; but I'll let you into her 
whole history "^hor whole history, ma'am:— Pray be 
seated— [Brin.^9 chairs down. Both sit at c. Sir 
Bril., i/., Mrs. Love, r.] The Widow Bellmour 
is a l^y of so agreeable a vivacity, that it is no wopder 
all the pretty fellows are on their knees to her.—Her 
man^r so entertaining, such quickness of transiilion ftam 
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ono thinff to another ; and ^yery thing she does, does so 
become h^r : — and then she has such a feeling heart, and 
Sttch generosity of sentiment ! 

Mrs. Love. Mighty well, sir ! She is a very Testal 
— <and a vestal from yoar school of painting must be very 
carious— but give me leave, sir— how comes it that you 
desist from paying your addresses in that quarter ? 

Sir Bril. Why, faith, I find that my Lord George 
Etheridge— who I thought was out of the kingdom— is 
the happy man : and so all that remains for me, is to do 
justice to the lady, and console myself in the best manner 
I can, for the insufficiency of mypretensions. 

Mrs. Love. And may I rely on this ? 

Sir Bril. May the first woman I put the question to 
strike me to the centre with a supercilious eye-brow, if 
every syllable is not minutely true ; so that yon see, 
madam, I am not the cause of your inquietude. There is 
not on earth a man that could be more averse from such a 
thing ; nor a person in the worid, who more earnestly 
aspires to prove the tender esteem he bears ye.— [^« 
rises disconcerted.'] You see, my dear ma'am, we both 
have cause of discontent ; we are both disappointed — 
l^th crossedin love-^and so, ma'am,^the least we can do, 
iSy both heartily join to^r— [rt«e«] 

Lovemore {Speaks wiMn."] William ! is the chariot 
at the door? 

Sir Bril, We are interrupted.— There's my friend. 

Enter Lovemore, l. 

Love. Very well ; let the chariot be brought round 
directly. How do yon do this morning, my dear? Sir Bril- 
liant, I beg^our pardon, (c.) How do you do, my dear ? 

[ fVith an air of cold civility. 

■ Mrs. Love, (r.) Only a little indisposed in mind, and 
indisposition of mind is of no sort of consequence — ^not 
worth a cure. 

Love, (c.) I beg your pardon, Mrs. Lovemore — indis- 
position of the mind — --Sir Brilliant, that is really a 
mighty pretty ring you have on your finger. 

Sir Bril. (l.) A bauble : will you look at it? 

Mrs. Love. Though I have but few obligations to Sir 
Brilliant, yet [ fancy I may ascribe to him the favour of 
this visit, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. {^Looking at the ring.] Nay, now positively 
yon wrong me ; I was obliged to you for your civil in- 
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quiries concerning me this morning ; and to, on my part,> 
I came to return the compliment before J go abroad. — 
Upon my word 'tis very prettily set. [Gives it* 

Mrs, Love* Are you going abroad, sir.? 

Love. A matter of business — I hate business— but bu- 
siness must be done. [ Examining his dress,'] Pray is 
there any news? — any news, my dear? {^Retires dnd 
sits on a Sqfa,] 

Mrs, Love, It would be news to me, sir, if you would 
be kind enough to let me know whether ) may expect the 
favour of your coippany to dinner ? 

Love, It would be impertinent in me to answer such a 
question, because I can give no direct positive answer to 
it ;— as things happen — perhaps I may — perhaps may not. 
Butjdpn*t let me be of any inconvenience to you ; it is 
not material where a body eats. Apropos — you have 
heard what happened? [To Sir BnitLiANT, 

Sir Bril. When and where ? 

Love, A word in your ear — Ma*am, with your per- 
mission. 

Mrs, Love. That cold, contemptuous civility, Mr. 
Lovemore. 

. Love, Pshaw ! pr'ythee, now— How can you, my 
dear ? That's very peevish now, and ill-natured. It i» 
tut about a mere trifle — ^Harkye, [ Whispers'] Host every 
thing I play'd for after you went. The foreigner and he 
understand one another. I beg pardon, ma'a^, it was 
only about an afiEair at the opera. 

Mrs. Love. The opera, Mr. Lovemore, or any thing, 
is more agreeable than my company. 

Love. You wrong me now ; I declare, you wrong me ; 
and if it will give you any pleasure, I'll sup at h<Nne. — • 
Can't we meet at the St. Alban's to-night? 

[Aside to Sir Brilliant. 

MrSi Love, I believe, I need not tell you what plea- 
sure that would give me : but unless the pleasure is mu- 
tual, Mr. Lovemore 

Love, Ma*am, I — I — I perceive all thedelicacy of that 
sentiment ; but — a — I shall incommode you ;-~yqu pos- 
sibly may have some private party —and it would be very 
unpolite in me to obstruct your schemes of pleasure. 
Would it not. Sir Brilliant ? [Laughs, 

Sir Bril. It would be Gothic to the last degree. Ha ! 
ha! 

Love, Ha! ha ! To be sure ; for me to be of the 
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party, would look as if we lived together like our friend 
Sir Bashful Constant and his lady, who are for eyer like 
two game cocks, ready armed to goad and wound one 
another most heartily. Ha! ha! 

Sir Bril, The very thing. Ha ! ha ! 

Love. So it is— so it is ! IBoth stand laughing, 

Mra. Love. Very well, gentlemen — you have it all to 
yourselves. 

Love, Odso ! [Loolcing at his watch,"] I shall be be- 
yond my time. Any commands into the city, madam ? 

Mrs, Love, Commands ! 1 have no commands, sir. 

Love, I have an appointment there at my banker*s. Sir 
Brilliant, you know old Discount? 

Sir Bril, What, he that was in Parliament T 

Love, The same. Entire Butt, I think, was the name 
of the borough. Ha ! ha I ha ! Can I set you down any 
where. Sir Brilliant ? 

Sir Bril, Can you give me a east into St. James*s- 
street? 

Love, By all means— i4//oMS— [Mrs. L. retires 
hacky R.] Mrs. Lovemore, your most obedient, ma'am. 
Who waits there ? Mrs. Lovemore, no ceremony — ^your 
servant. {Exit, singing. 

Sir Bril, Ma*am, you see I don't carry Mr. Lovemore 
abroad now — I have the honour, ma'am, to take my 
leave. I shall have her, I see plainly ;— Sir Bril- 

liant, mind your hits, and your business is done. [Aside, '\ 
Ma'am, your most obedient. [Exit, l. 

Enter Muslin, hastily y h. 

Mus, (r.) Did you call, ma'am ? 

Mrs, Love, To be insulted thus by his loose conjBdent 
carriage! — 

Mus, As I live and breathe, ma'am, if I was as you, I 
would not flutter myself about it. 

Mrs, Love, About what? 

Mus, Lai what signifies mincing matters!— I over- 
heard it all. 

Mrs, Love, You did !— did you ? [Angriljf,'] 

Mus, Ma'am? 

Mrs, Love, It does not signify at presenL 

Mus, No, ma'am, it does not signify, and revenge is 
sweet, I think ; and, by my troth ! I don't see why yon 
should stand on ceremony with a husband that stands 
upon none with you. 
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Mrs* hove. Again? — Pr'ythee, Mrs. Malapert, none 
of your advice — How dare you talk in this manner to 
me? — Let me hear no more of this impertinent freedom. 

[ Walks ahimt* 

Mus. (r.) No, ma*am.<— — It^s very well, ma'am 

I have done, ma'am. \_Di8eoneerted,'^ tMd then she 
speaks aside. ^ What the devil is here to do? An un- 
mannerly thing, to go for to huff me in this manner ! 

Mrs. Love. iStill walking about, l.] To make his 
character public, and render him the subject of every 
tea-table throughout this town, would only serve to widen 
the breach, and, instead of his neglect, might call forth 
his anger, and settle at last into a fixed aversion. ^ Law- 
yers, parting, and separate maintenance, would ensue. 
No — I must avoid that— if possible, I will avoid that. 
What must be done ? 

Mus, [Crossing, l.] What can she be thinking of now? 
The sulky thing, not to be more familiar with such a 

friend as I am ! What can she mean ? Did you speak 

to me, ma'am? 

Mrs. Love, (&.) Suppose I were to try that!— Muslin. 

Mus, Ma'am I Now for it 

Mrs, Love. You heard Sir Brilliant deny that Mr. 
Lovemore visits at this Widow Bellmour's. 

Mus. (l. c.) Lard, ma'am, he is as full of fibs as a 
French milliner — ^he does visit there— -I know it iall 
from William — I'll be banged in my own garters, if he 
does not. 

Mrs, Love. (r. c.) I know not what to do— 'Heigho ! 
Let my chair be got ready instantly. 

Mus. Your chair, ma'am ? — ^Are yon going out, 
ma'am? 

Mrs, Love, Don't teaze me with your talk, but do as 
I bid you, and bring my cloak down to the parlour im- 
mediately. — Heigho 1 [jBW*,*!.. 

Mus, What is in the wind now ? — An iU-naturedpuss, 
not to tell me what she is about. It*8 no matter, [^is a 
chair and sits, c] she does not know what she is about. 
Before I'd lea4 such a life as she does, I'd take a lover's 
leap into the Regent's canal. I love to see company, 
for my part, apd not to be mop'd to death here with her 
humdrum ways— tease, tease, tease**-** Heigho ! Muslin, 
go to William— whare's his master?— when did become 
home? — ^how long has be be^ up ?—how does he do?" 
with the same thing over and over again, to the end of 
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ihe chapter. A flue life indeed, for a person that has 
gutth fine spirits as I ha?e by nature ; it's enough to ruin 
my constitution. I love to see oompany, for my part- 
Bless me I I had like to have forgot, there's that Mrs. 
Marmalet comes to my route to-night— I had as lieye 
she had stay*d away—- She's nothing but mere lumber — 
80 formal — She wont play above shilling .whist : who 
the devil does she thinlc is to mtXe a shilling party for 
her? No such thing to be done now-a-days— Nobody 
plays shilling whist now, unless I was to send for the 
tradespeople—but I sha'n't let myself down at that rate 
for Madam Marmalet, I promise you. [Exit, b. 



END OF A.CT 1. 



ACT II. 

SCENE 1.— S2r Ba»hful Constant*M. 

Enter Sir Bashful, r. (Knock,) 

Sir Bask, Did not I hear a IcnoclL at the door ? Yes, 
yes, I did— The coach is just driving away— Ay, ay, I 
am right enough, (c.) Sideboard I Sideboard 4 come 
hither. Sideboard ! I must know who it is. My wife 
keeps the best company in England— but I must be cau«> 
tidus— Servants love to peep into the bottom of their 
master's secrets. 

Enter Sideboaub, l. 

Whose coach was that, at the door just now ? 

Side, (l.) The Duchess of Hurricane's, please your 
honour. 

Sir Baah, The Duchess of Hurricane's ! A woman of 
gre^t rank. The Duchess of Hurricane, Sideboard I 
What did she want 7 

Side, 1 can't say, your hoDoar<k— ^She Icffl this card. 



26 THE WAY TO [aCT II. 

Sir Bath. (r. c.) A card ! Let me see it. [Aeodt. 

*' The Duchess of Hurricane's compliments to Lady- 
Constant ; she has left the rooks, and the country squires, 
and the crows, and the fox hunters, and the hounds, to 
their own dear society for the rest of the winter ; and lets 
her ladyship know, that she sees company, at Hurricane 
House, on Wednesdays, for the remainder of the sea- 
son." 
Make me thankful 1 Here's a card from a duchess I 

[AMide. 
What ha?e you in your hand ? 

Side. Cards that have been left here all this morning, 
your honour. 

Sir Bash. All the morning ! Why, I may as well — 
May as well keep the Coach and Horses in Piccadilly — I 
won't bear this, Sideboard, I can't bear it. \_ Aside, 

Ha ! ha I ha ! Let me see— let me see ! 

Side, There, your honour. [Gives the cards. 

Sir Bash, What! all these this morning, Sideboard? 

Side. Yes, please your honour. 

Sir Bash, This is too much, Sideboard — it is too much 
indeed! Ha! ha! ha! [Aside.l I can't bear it. Side- 
board ! No, no — I cannot bear it. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Aside."} 
Make me thankful I All people of tiptop condition to 
Yisit my wife. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Aside. 

Enter Furnish, r. crossing to l. 

What's the matter, Furnish? 

Fur, (c.) Nothing, sir ; nothing's the matter. 

Sir Bash. What are you about ? Where are you 
going ? What haye you to do now ? 

Fur. To do, sir?— Only to tell the chairmen they 
must go out with the chair this evening, and Black 
Oeorge with a flambeau before them, to pay some yisits, 
that's all. 

Sir Bash. What polite ways people of fashion have 
of being intimate with one another ! An empty chair to 
return visits for her ! I can't help laughing at it. Ha I 
ha ! ha ! — I like to see her do like other people. [Aside."} 
But I shall be found out by my servants. [Sideboard 
and Furnish stand near^ l. s. e.] I tell you, Side- 
board, and I tell you too, Mrs. Impertinence, that my 
lady leads a life of folly, and noise, and hurry, and cards, 
and dice, and absurdity, and nonsense ; and I won't bear 
it— I am resolv'd I will not — I think I hear her coming ! 
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I do—l do— I will not go on this way ! and now, I'll tell 
her roundly a piece of my mind. 

Enter Ladt Constant, r. 

She looks charmingly to-day 1 lAside.} So, mytLaidy 
Constant— I have had my house full of duns again to- 
day. 

Ladjf Con, (r.) Obliging creatures to call so often! 
What did they want? 

Sir Bash. What did they want !— They wanted their 
money. 

Ladif C<tn» Well, and you paid them — Did not you ? 

Sir Bask. I pay them !— *Sdeath, madam 1 what dp 
you take me for? 

Lady Con, T took you lor a husband, but I find I was 
mistaken. 

Sir Bash, (l. c.) Death and fire ! I see youVe an un- 
grateful woman— I am sure, my Lady Constant, I have 
behav*d with great good-nature to you. Did not I go 
into parliament, madam, to please you? Did not I go 
and get drunk at a borough for a month together r ay. 
and mobbed at the George and Vulture, and pelted and 
horse-whipp*d the day before electioin-and all this to 
please you? Did not I stand up in the House to make a 
speech merely to gratify your pride ? And did not I ex- 
pose myself there? Did I know whether I stood upon 
my head or my heels ? What the devil had I to do ia 
parliament ? Whai*s my cotntry to me ? 

Lady Con, (r. c.) Who mention*d your country, sir? 

Sir Bash. I desire you won't mention it — I have no- 
thing to do with it ; and I desire you will tell your 
people to come no more after me. I know how to pre- 
vent that. Notice in the Gazette will exempt me from 
your extravagancies — I did not live in the Temple for 
nothing ! 

Fur, I protest, I never heard any body talk so mean 
in all my days before. 

Lady Con. Don't you be so pert, pray. [To Servants."] . 
Leave the room— Go both of you down stairs. 

[Exeunt Furnish and Sideboard, l. s. e. 

Sir Bash, (r.) I have kept it up pretty well beforenny 
servants. She's a fine woman, and talks admirably I 

[Aside. 

Lady Con. (l;) Is there never to be an end of this 

D 
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uMiffe, Sir Buhftil ? Am I to be for eTer mftdo nnhftppy 
by your humours? 

SirBash. (c.) Humours! — I like that expression pro- 
digiously ! « Humours indeed ! 

Zfjcfy Con. (l. c.) You may harp upon the irord, 
aU^Hmnours you have, sir, and such as are become in- 
supportable. 

Sir Bash. She tall^s like an angel ! lAsidt,! Madam, 
Tmsderating his voice, and taking her hand] I should 
nave no humours, as you call them, if your extruTagan- 
cies were not insupportable. What would the world say t 
Let us canvass the matter quietly and easy. [Part.1 — 
What would the world think of my understanding, if I 
was seen to encourage your way of life ? 

Ladv Con. What will they think of it now, sir ?— 
Take this along with you, there is a certain set of peoj[fle, 
who, when they would avoid an error, are sure to fall 
into the oj^osite extreme. , 

^ Sir Bash, (r.) There's for you I —-that's a translation 
from Horace— Dum vitant stulti vitia — O, she is a 
ttotal>le woman. {^Jside* 

Lady Con, Let me tell you. Sir Bashful, there is not 
in the world a more ridiculous sight, than a person wrap- 
ping up himself tn imaginary wisdom — if he can but 
guard against one giant-vice, while he becomes an easy 
prey to a thousand other absurdities. 

Sir Bash, [Thtming^ n.] Lord, I am nothing at a\\ to 
her in an argument ! She has a tongue that can reason 
me out of my senses — I could almost find in my heart to 
tell her the whole truth. [To Laoi^ Con.] Look ye, 
madam, you know I am good-natured at the bottom, and 
any thing in reason 

Lady Con, (l. c.) When did I desire any thing else ? Is 
it unreasonable to live with decency ? Is it unreasonable 
to keep the company I have always been usM to? Is it 
unreasonable to conform to the modes of life, when our 
own fortune can so well afford it?— 

Sir Bash, (c.) She's a very reasonable woman, and I 
wish I had but half her sense ! {Aside A 1*11 tell yon 
what, my Lady Constant, to avoid eternal disputes, if & 
sum of money, within moderate compass, would make 
matters (easy — I know you have contracted habits in life 
—And I know the force of habit is not easily conquer'd. 
I would not have her conquer it : my pride would bo hurt 
if she did. [Aside.} And 9o, madam, if a brac« 9t bun^ 
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dreds — ^Why should not I give her three hundred ? [^ t ide.] 
I did not care if I went ai far as three hundred — If three 
hundred pounds, my I^ady Constant, will settle the 9i^t- 
ter — Why, as to the Hiatter of three hundred pounds^-^ — 

Enter Furnish, with a Bandbox, j^. 

Fur, (l.) Your Ladyship's things are come home 
from the milliner's. [Shomng the Bemdbox. 

• Sir Bath, Zookers ! this woman has oyerheardme ! 
l^Aside,'] As to the matter of three hundred pounds, 
madam. [^Loud in a pattion.'] Let me tell you it is a 
Tery large sum— -4Lsk me for three hundred pounds, 
madam ! Do you take me for a blockhead ? 

[Furnish utands near l. s. b. 

Lady Con, What does the man fly out so for ? 

Sir Bash, What right have you to three hundred 

Sounds? I will allow no such doings. Is not my 
Quse an eternal scene of your routs, and your drums, 
and your what-d*ye-call-'ems ? Don't I often come 
home when tl^e hall is barricadoed with powder-mon- 
key servants, that 1 can hardly get within my own 
doors? 

Lady Con, What is the meaning of all this, sir ? 

Sir Bath, Have not I aeen you at a game at Loo, 
put the fee simple of a score of my best acres upon a 
single card ? And haye not I muttered to myself— If 
that woman now were as much in love with me, as 
she is with Pam, what an excellent wife she would 
make? 

Lady Con, Yes, I have great reason to love you, 
truly ! 

Sir Bath, (j^,) Death and fire I You are so fond of 
play, that I should not wonder to see ny child re- 
semble one of the court cards, or SMurk'd in the 
forehead with a pair-royal of aces. I tell you onca 
for all, you are an ungovernable woman— Your ima- 
ginations are as wild as any woman's in Bedlam—- 
T>o go thither, go ; for I tell you, once for all, I'll 
allow no such doings in my house. 

[£ri< Sir Bash* l. 

Lady Con, His head is cwtainly turned ! Did any 
body ever see such behaviour ? 

Fur, See it I [Coming forward'] no, nor beiir it 
neither— Your ladyship will ^ever be rightly at 9aie, 
I'm afraid, till you part with him. 

D 2 
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Lad^ Con. (r. c.) Oh never ; it is impossible ! He 
not only has lost all decency, but seems to me to haye 
bid adien to all humanity. That it should be my fate 
to be married to such a quicksand I But I'll think no 
more of him. 

Fur. Oh, madam, I had quite forgot ; Mrs. Love- 
more's servant is below, and desires to know if your 
ladyship will be at home this morning. 

Lady Con, Yes, I shall be at home. Step with me 
to my room, and 1*11 give you a card to send Mrs. 
Lovemore. Of all things, let a woman be careful how 
she marries a narrow-minded, under-bred husband. 

[Exeunt^ r. 

Enter Sir Bashful and Lovemorb, l. 

Sir Bash, Walk in, Mr. Loyemore, walk in ! I am 
heartily glad to see you I This is kind. 

Love, I am ready, you see, to attend the call of 
friendship. 

Sir Bash, (c.) M. Lovemore, you are a friend 
indeed. 

Love. (l. c.) You do me honour, Sir Bashful. Pray 
how does my lady ? 

Sir Bash. Perfectly well ! I never saw her look 
better. We have had t'other skirmish since I saw 
you. 

Love. Another? 

Sir Bash. Ay I Another ! And I did not bate her 
an ace ; but I told you I had something for your pri- 
vate ear. [Both take Chairs^ c] Pray now have you 
remark 'd any thing odd or singular in me ? 

Love, Not in the least. I never knew a man with 
less oddity in my life. 

Sir Bash. What, nothing at all ? He ! he I [Smiles 
athim,'} Have you remarked nothing about my wife T 

Love. You don't live happy with her. Bat that is 
not singular. 

Sir Bash, Po ! I tell you, Mr. Lovemore, I am at 
the bottom a very odd fellow. 

Love, Not at all. 

Sir Bash, Yes, yes, yes, — I am— I am indeed— As 
odd a fish as lives— and you must have seen it before 
now. 

Love, Not I, truly I You are not jealous, I hope ? 

Sir Bash. You have not hit the right nail o*tb% 
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head— no— no— -not jealous. Do her justice, I am 
secure there ; my lady has high notions of honour. 
It is not that. 

Love, What then ? 

Sir Bash, Can't you guess ? • 

Love, Not I, upon my soul ? Explain. 

Sir Bash. He, he ! [Smiling and looking simple, 1 
. You could never have imagined it. I blush at the 
very thoughts of it. {^Turns away. 

Lave, Come, come, be a man, Sir Bashful ; out 
with it at once, let me be of your council: 

Sir Bash, Mr. Lovemore, I doubt you, and yet 
esteem you ; some men there are, who, when a confi- 
dence is once reposM in them, take occasion from 
thence to hold a rank over their friend, and tyrannize 
him all the rest of his days. 

Love, Oh, fie ! This is ungenerous I True friend- 
ship is of another quality, it feels from sympathy, and 
is guarded by honour. 

Sir Bash, Mr. Lovemore, I have no farther doubt 
of you — and so— stay, stay a moment — let me just 
step to the door. [Goes on tiptoe. 

Love. Jealousy has laid hold of him. . [^Aside. 

Sir Bash, Servants have a way of listening.* 

{^Suddenly pushes Vie l. door open with both hands, 
and fills but. 

Love. [Rising.'} He has it through his very brain 1 
[Aside."] What has he got in his head ? 

Sir Bash. [Returning.] No, no, all's Safe ; thero 
was nobody. Mr. Lovemore, I will make you the 
depository— the faithful depository, of a secret, 
which to you will appear a mystery ; my inclinations, 
Mr. Lovemore— —^nay, but you'll laugh at me. 

Love, (c.) No— upon my honour — no, no. 

Sir Bash. (l. c.) Well, well, well— my inclinations, 
I say, are changed— no, not changed— but— they are not 
what they have appeared to be— I am in love— 'Sdeath, 
I am quite asham'd of myself. 

Love. Asham'd I Love is a noble passion — ^But don't 
tell me any more about it— my Lady Constant will find 
it out, and lay the blame to me — I must not appear to 
encourage you— no, no— you must not involve me in a 
quarrel with her. * « 

Sir Bash. (r. c) Pshaw ! you don't take me right- 
quite wide of the mark— hear me out. 

Dd 
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Love. (l. c.) I won't—indeed, I won't I-— 
Sir Bask, Nay, but yoa shall, you shall — 
Love. Positively no I Let me keep clear— She shall 
certainly know it, and the devirs in the dice if she does 
not comply with my desires from mere spirit of revenge. 

[Aside, 

Sir Bash, I tell you, Mr. Loyemore—the object of 
my passion-~[L€aaiii;^ him back'] — this charming wo- 
man, on whom I doat to distraction — 

Love, I don't desire to know it. 

Sir Bash, You must, you must ; this adorable crea- 
ture—— 

Love, Keep it to yourself. Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash, Who looks $o loYely iu my eyes— is — 

Love, 1 don't desire to know. 

Sir Betsh, But yon shall know— is— this fine woman, 
is — ^my own wife. 

Love, Your own wife ! {Stares at him. 

Sir Beuh, [Looks siJUff^ blushes^ and twrns amati 
from him,^ Yes, my own wife. 

Love* This is the most unexpected discoTery — 

Sir Bath, Look ye there now — he laughs ftt m^ 
•Iready ! [Aside. 

Love. And can this be possible ? Are yoi| r^ly in 
loTe with my Lady Constant? yotir own ^fe 1 

Sir Bash, Spare my confusion, Mr. Loyemore— spare 
my confusioii-*-Ay, it*s all oyer with me. 

Love. I should neyer haye guess'd this, Sir 
Bashful. 

Sir Bash, I haye made myself yery ridiculous 
Mr. Loyemore : I know I haye. ' 

Love. Ridiculous I — far from it— Why, do you think 

it ridiculous to loye a valuable woman ? Po I Po ! 

cheer up, man — and now to keep you in countenance 
I'll deposit a secret with you — I loye my wife. 

Sir Bash. Wh&i I 

Love. I am in loye with my wife. 

Sir Bash'. He I he I Hal ha I— no, no— you don't 
loye her !— Ha 1 ha I— Do you, Mr. Loyemore ? 

Love. Upon my honour ! 

Sir Bash. What, love your wife ? 

Love. Most ardently I 

Sir Bash. Give me your hand— Give me your hand ! 
He, he, he !— I am glad to know this I 

Love. I loye her most sincerely— But then I neyer 
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let her know it— no-*not I would not have the world 
know it, and therefore I have led the life I haYedone 
on purpose to conceal it. ^ 

Sir Ba$h, You are right, Mr. Lovemore.— perfectly 
right — 1 hav0 quarrelrd with my lady on purjpose to 
cloak the affair^ and prevent all suspicion. 

Love* That was right ; you should keep to that. 

Sir Beuh, So I intend-— but I have done a thousand 
kindnesses in the mean time. 

Love, Have ye ? 

Sir Bath. Ay, a thousand—She has been plaguing 
me this long time for a diamond cross, and diamond 
shoe-buckles— madam, says I, I'll hear of no such 
trumpery— 'But then goes me I, and bespeaks them 
directlv of the best jeweller in town — ^will coma to 
three huBdred— She*ll have them this day, without 
knowing where they come from. 

Love, Sly, sly. He 1 he I 

Sir Bash, Let me alone ; I know what I*m about — 
vA.nd then, Mr. Lovemore, to cover this design— Ha ! 
lui ! — I can take occasion to be as jealous as Bedlam, 
when I see her wear all her diamond baubles. ^ 

Love, So you can— I wish he may never be jealous 
of me in earnest. [Aside, 

Sir Bash. W^U, well— give us your hand— give us 
your hand— my dear brother sufferer — I'll tell you 
what, Mr. Lovemore— w« can, in a sly way, do each 
other great service, if you will come into my scheme. 

Love, As how, pray ? 

Sir Bask, I'll tell you. There are some things, 
which you know our wives expect to be done. 

Love, What is he at now ? lAsid€,'\ So they d(>, 
Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bas^, Now, if yon will assist me — 

Love, You may depend upon my assistance. 

Sir Bash, Look ye, Mr. Lovemore, my Lady Con- 
stant wants money— You know she keeps a great 
deal of company, and makes a great figure there — I 
could show .my wife, Mr. Lovemore, in any company 
in England ; I wish she could say the same of me. 

Love, Why, truly, I wish she could. 

Sir Bash, But I had not those early advantages — 
Now you know, I can't in reason be seen to give her 
money myi^elf, so I would have you take the money 
of me, and pretend to lend it to her yourself, out of 
friendship and regard. 
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Love, Why, you*re a very MachiaTel— nothing was 
«yer better contriyM. Here's a fellow pimping for 
his own horns. [Atide. 

Sir Bash, Here, here, here— take the money — 
here it is in Bank Notes — One, two, three— there's 
three hundred pounds — give her that— give her that, 
Mr. Lovemore— 

Love, 1 will. This is the rarest adventure ! 

\^Aside, 

Sir Bash. I'll do any thing for your wife in re- 
turn 

Love, Why I may have occasion for your friendship, 
Sir Bashful — ^that is, to forgive me, if ever you find me 
out. [Aside, 

Sir Bash, You may always command me ; well, lose 
no time, she's above stairs ; step to her now, and make 
her easy. 

Love. I'll do my endeavour, that you may rely upon ; 
I'll make her easy, if possible. 

Sir Bash, That^a kind, that's kind I Well, ha ! ha ! 
ha ! Mr. Lovemore, is not this a rare scheme ! Ha ! 
ha! ha I 

Love, *Tis the newest way of making a wife easy — 
Ha! ha I ha! 

Sir Bash. Ay, ay, let this head of mine alone. Ha ! 
ha! 

Love, (r.) That I wonH if I can help it. 

lExil Lovemore, r. d. 

Sir Bash, (c.) Prosper you, prosper you, Mr. Love- 
more ! it is the luckiest thing in the world to have so 
ffood a friend • make me thankful ! he is a true friend. 
[Sir Brilliant within^ l.I Hist— did not I hear a 
noise ? Is not that Sir Brilliant's voice ? I hope they 
won't let him in : I gave orders I would not be at home 
-^zookers ! they are letting him in. He sha'n't see my 
lady for all that— sha'n't interrupt business. 

Enter Sir Brilliant, l. d. 

Sir Brit, (l.) Sir Bashful, I kiss your hand ; I re- 
joice to see you. And my lady, how does she do ? Is sho 
at home ? 

Sir Bash, (c) Do you think I have nothing to do but 
to know whetner she is at home or not? I don't trouble 
my head about her, sir. 
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Sir BriL Po ! neyer talk so slightingly of so agree- 
able a woman. My Lady Constant has spirit, taste, 
sense, wit, beauty 

Sir Bash, (r.) Spirit, taste, sense, wit, beauty I She 
has all that*sure enough. [Aitide.^ Sir, I am no sworn 
appraiser to take an iuTentory of her effects, and set a 
just value upon them — I don't know what she has. 

Sir Bril. Is her ladyship visible this morning ? 

Sir Bash, No, sir, she is inyisible this morning — and 
unintelligible this morning — and incomprehensible this 
morning. She is not well— she has the vapours — she 
can*t be spoke to. 

Sir BriL (l. c.) I'm sorry for it ; I came to tell her 
the rarest piece of news — such a discovery ! 

Sir Bash, Ay, what's that ? 

Sir Bril. You know Sir Amorous La Fool ? 

Sir Bash, Mighty well. 

Sir Bril, Poor devil ! he has got into such a scrape I 

Sir Bash, What's the matter ? Has he been bubbled 
at play ? 

Sir Bril. Worse, much worse. 

Sir Bash, He is not dead? 

Sir Bril, Why that's a scrape, indeed ! But it is not 
■that ; almost as bad though. 

Sir Bash. He's fallen in love with some coquet, may be ? 

Sir Bril. No. 
• Sir Bash, With some prude? 

Sir Bril, Nor that. 

.Sir Bash, An actress, may be; or an opera singer? 

Sir Bril, No, you'll never guess ; like a silly devil, 
lie has fallen in love with his own wife ! Ha ! ha ! 

Sir Bash, In love with his own wife ! ^Stares at him. 

Sir Bril, Ha I ha ! In love with his own wife. I 
heard it at my Lady Betty Scandal's ; there was such 
laughing, and so much raillery ;— my dear Sir Bashful, 
don t you enjoy it? Ha ! ha ! It's so ridiculous an af- 
fair ; is it not. Sir Bashful? 

Sir Bash. Ha ! ha ! Oh, ay, very ridiculous indeed ! 
Ha ! ha ! Nothing can be more pleasant ! Zoons 1 it's 
my own case directly I [Aside. 

Sir Bril. The man is lost, abandoned, ruin'd, dead, 
and buried. You don't laugh. Sir Bashful. 

Sir Bash, Who, I?— I— I-I laugh as heartily as I 
possibly can. 

Sir Bril. I want to find Lovemore ; he'U be so divert- 
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ad. Yon know he does not care a pinch of snnff for his 
wife. 

Sir Ba$h, No, not in the least, he does not care for 
her— no to he sore he does not. [AHde.'\ Not he ; he no 
more cares for his wife than I do for mine. 
. Sir Bril, Much the same. Poor Sir Amorous ! what 
a ridicidous fieure does ho make at last : adien for him 
all the joys of life ! the side-hox whiter, the soft assig- 
nation, and the joys of freedom ! He is retired with his 
Penelope, to lore most heartily for a month, grow indif- 
f(»rent to each other in two, and hate most cordially in 
three. Poor deyil ! Ha ! ha ! 

Sir Bash, Do you think it will end so ? 

Sir Bril, Most certainly. But I hare not told yon 
the worst of his case ; our frirad. Sir Charles Wildfire, 
you know, was ahout a comedy — ^now what has he done, 
but drawn the character of Sir Amorous La Fool, and 
made him the hero of his piece. 

Sir Bash, What I put him into a comedy ? 

Sir Bril. Ha I ha ! Yes he has. It is called, '< The 
Amorous Husband; or the Man in k>Te with his own 
Wife.'* I must send in time for plaees^Sir Bashful, 
yon shall be of the party. 

Sir Bash, With great pleasure : you may be sure it 
will be a yery agreeable party to me ; you may dopmd — 
I shall enjoy the joke prodigiously. 

Sir Bril, It will be the highest scene in nature— well, 
a good day I I must drive to a thousand places and put it 
l^out — fiirewrill Apropos, be sure you let my lady 
Ibow— it will appear to her so ridleidoas. 

Sir Bash, Do you think it will? 

Sir BriL Certainly I Well, your serrant, yonr sor- 
Tant, your serTant. Poor Sir Amorous La Fool, be*U 
haye his horns added to his coat of arms in a yery tittle 
time. Ha 1 ha 1 [ExUy l. d. 

Sir BoMh. {c.) I see how it is ; I shall get lampooned, 
berhymed, and niched into a comedy. MSike me lhank« 
fttl I nobody knows of my affiEur, but Mr. Loyonore.-^ 
He can*t discoyer against me for his own sake. 

Enter LotemOss, r. 

Well, Mr. Loyemore, well ; how haye yon managed ? 
Love* Just as I could wish. She is infinitely obliged 
to me, and will never forget this civility. 
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. Sir BoMk. Tfn tiiouMmd thanks to you | 81m mupedt 
nothinjg of my being priyy to it? 

Lope. Not the least inkling of it. She talkM atilrst 
some^ing about ddicacy ; and thongfat it rather an inde* 
coram to accept of money CTcn from a friend. Bat that 
argmnent was soon silenced. I told her, I could not but 
see what a bad husband you was. 

Sir JBa«ik. That was right, that was right ! 

Love. And then I talked a few sentences to her*-As, 
that .the person recelTing a ciTiUty confers the obliga- 
tion ; and that I was sure of wheedling you, in some 
good-natured moment, to repay m&. It was but making 
you my banker for a short time: and with more jargon to 
that purpose.' And so, with some rriuctsnce, she com- 
plied, and things are upon the footing I would have them. 
*-*-: — Death and fury i there's my wife ! 

Sir Bttth, Ay, and here comes my wife, too. 

Lave. What the devil brings her here? {^AHde, 

Sir Bash* This is the rarest circumstance. Now let 
me see how he will carry it before Mrs. Lovemore. Walk 
in, walk in, Mrs. Lovemore. 

Enter Mas. Lovbmorb, l. etnd Ladt Constant, n. 

Ladtf Con, (r.) Mrs. Lovemore, I*m glad to see you 
abroad, madam. 

Mrg, Love, (l.) I am highly fortunate in meeting 
your ladysldp at home. - Mr.- Lovem<ve, I am glad to 
see you too, sir. 

Love, (t..) Mrs. Lovemore, I thank you. 

Sir Book, Mind him now, mind him now— My Lad|^' 
<3ondtant seems quite pleas*d— She has got the money. 

Mrs. Love, <l. c.) I thought you were gone into the 
City, Mr. Lovemore? 

Love. Why will you mind me, Mrs. Lovemore-^I 
deferred going till evening. Wliat the devil buidness 
had she here I {Aside, 

Mrs. Love* Then I may hope you'll dine at homa, 
•ir ? 

Love. O lord ! how can you tease a man so ? 

Sir Bdsh. Ay, ay, I see how it is— he wonH let her 
have the least suspicion of his regard. {Aside, 

Ladff Con. (n. c.) No doubt Mr. Lovemore will dtno 
•t heme, if it gives .yoa any satisfisction— Ami Sir 
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Bashful, I reokoDj will dine at home, fat the contrary 
reason. 

Sir Bctsh, Madam, I'll dine at home, or 1*11 dine 
abroad, for what reason I please : I am my own master, 

I hope, madam. Lovemore, Lovemore I Ha ! ha ! 

\^Aside, 

Love. Bravo ! What a silly blockhead it is ! 

[Aside. 

Mrt. Love, (l.) I see your chariot at the door, Mr. 
Lovemore — 1*11 send away my chair, and y^u may set 
me down. 

Love, (r ) Ma*am, I have several places to call at. 

Sir Bash. (r. c.) Gunning ! cunning I He would not 
be seen in a chariot with her for the world. \_ Aside. 

Lady Con. I am to have a rout to-morrow evening, 
Mrs. Lovemore : I wish you would favour us with your 
company. 

Sir Bash. A rout to-morrow 'evening \ You have a 
rout every evening, I think. I wish, madam, you 
would learn to imitate Mrd. Lovemore, and not make a 
fool of me as you do. Hip, Lovemore ! Ha ! ha J 

[Aside. 

Love. Hal ha! Bravo! Well, I must be gone 

— M3r^ady Constant, I have the. honour to wish your 
ladyship a good morning. Ma*am, your most obedient.; 
Sir Bashful, yours — Madam, you know I am yours. 

{Bows gravely to Mrs. Lovemore, and exO. i*. 
singing. 

Sir Bash. He carries it off finely— Make me thankful 1 
I have kept my own secret too, and she shall never know ^ 
a word of the matter. Mrs. Lovemore, your humble 
fleryant, madam ! Madam, you know I am yours. 

[Boms gravely to Lady Constant, andexU l. 
singing. 

Mrs. Love. Two such husbands ! 

Liuiy Con. (c.) As to my swain, Mrs. Lovemore, I 
^ant you — but you may set your mind at rest ; Mr. 
Lovemore is at least wellbred^ whereas. Sir Bashful 
never qualifies his disrespect with the least tincture of 
civility. 

Mrs. Love. (h. c.) Well, if there is any pleasure in 
being made miserable with civility, I must allow Mr. 
Lovemore a most skilful hand. I have found out another 
of his intrigues, and I came on purpose to consult with 
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your ladyship about it. There is a Widow Bellmour to 
whom he pays his addresses. 

Lady Con, The Widow Bellmour ! 

Mrs. Love. But first give me leave. Lady CoHStant, 
to tell you the whole circums^nces of the affair. 

Lady Con. All scandal, take my word for it. But, 
if I must hear your -story, let us adjourn the debate to 
my dressiug-room, and I will promise to confute your 
whole accusation. My dear Mrs. Lovemore, are you 
not tending a little towards jealousy ? Beware of that, 
ma'am ; you must not look through that medium : 

That jaundice of the mind, whose colours strike 
On friend and foe, and paint them all alike. ' 

[^Exeuwt, R. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— -4 Room at the Widofv Bellmour^s^ itt 
which are disposed, up and down, several Chairs, a 
Touette, a Bookcase, and a Harpsichord j Mig- 
NiONET, her Maid, is settling the Toilette. 

Mig. (c.) I don't well know what to make of this 
same Lord Etheridge— He is coming here again to-day, 
I suppose ; all this neatness, and all this care, must be 
for him. Well, it does not signify, there is a pleasure 
in obeying Madam Bellmour— She is a sweet lady, that's 
the truth of it. 'Twere a pity any of these men, with 
their deceitful hearts, should draw her into a snare—' 
But she knoi^s them all— They must rise early who can 
outwit her. ' 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour, r. reading a Volume ofPope^ 

Oh ! blest with temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day ; 

E 
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She who can own a sister's charms, and hear 4 

Sighs for a daughter with anwounded ear ; ^ 

That never answers till a husband cools, 
And if she rules him, never shows she rules : 

Sensible, elegant Pope ! * 

Charms by accepting, by snbmitting sways, 
Yet has her humour most when she obeys. ^ 

[Seems to read on. 

Mig. (l. c.) Lord love my mistress ! She's always I 
so happy and so gay. 

Mrs, Bell, (c.) These charming characters of women! 
'Tislike a painter's gallery, where one sees the por- 
traits of all one*s acquaintance. Here, ^ Mignionet, J 

put this boolc in its place. 

Mig. Yes, ma'am. ^There, ma'am, you see your 

toilet looks most charmingly. 

Mrs, Bell, (r.c.) Does it? I think it does. Apro- 
pos, Where's my new song ? Here it lies— I must make 
myself mistress of it. Mignionet, do you know that 
this is a very pretty song—'tis written by my Lord 
Btheridge :— 1 positively must learn it before he comes. 
[Sings a line,'] Do you know, Mignionet, that I thinly 
my lord not wholly intolerable. 

Mig, Yes, ma'am, I know that. 

Mrs, Bell, Do you ? 

Mig. And if I have any skill, ma'am, I fancy you 
think him more^ban tolerable. 

Mrs, BeU, Really I then yon think I like him, I sup- 

Eose 7 Do you i\ank I like him ? I don't well know 
ow that Is— and yet I don't know but I do like him ; — 
Qo— Jio— I don't like him neither — not absolutely Ilka 
' — ^but I could lUce, if I had a mind to humour myself. 
The man has a softness of manner, an elegant turn of 
thinking, and has a heart—has he a heart ?-^yes, I think 
he has;— and then he is such an observer of the man- 
ners — and shows the ridiculous of them with so much 
humour. 

Mig, Without doubt, ma'am, my. lord is a pretty man 
enough ; but lack-a-day, what o'that ? You know but 
very little of him — your acquaintance is but very short. 
[Mrs. Bellmour hums a tune.] Do, pray, my dear 
madam, mind what I say, for I am at times, I assure 
you, very speculative — very speculative indeed ; and I 
9«e very plainly-— ^Lord, ma'am, what am I doing? 
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I am talking to you for your own good, and you are aU 
In the air, and no more mind me, no^^no more, than if I 
was nothing at all. 

Mrs» BeU. IHums a tune siilL'\ Why, indeed, you 
talk wonderfully well on the subject. Do you think I 
shall play the fool, Mlgnione't, and marry my lord ? 

Mig, You have it, ma*am, through the very heart of 
you — I see that. 

Mrs. BeU. Do you think so ? May be I may marry, 
and may be not. Poor Sir Brilliant Fashion, what will 
become of him ? But I won*t think about it. 

[^Going to her toilette. 

Enter Pompey, i*. 

What's the matter, Pompey ? 

Pont, (l.) There's a lady below in a chair, that da* 
flires to know if you are at home, madam ? 

Mrs. Bell, (c.) Has the lady no name? 

Pom. She did not tell her name. 

Mrs, Bell. How awkward you are ! Well, show her 

up. \_Exit POMPET, Ii. 

Mig, Had not you better receive the lady in the draw- 
iug-room, ma'am? Things here are in such a confu- 
sion— 

Mrs. Bell, No, it will do very well here. I dare say 
it is somebody I am intimate with, though the boy "does 
not recollect her name. Here she comes. 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore, i.. — They both look with a 
grave surprise at each other, then courtsey with an 
air of distant civility. 

Mrs, Bell, (c.) Ma'am, your most obedient. 

[ With a kind of reserve. 

Mrs. Love, (l.) Ma'am, I beg your pardon for this 

intrusion. [Disconeerted, 

Mrs. Bell. Pray, ma'am, walk in — Won't you please 

to be seated ? Mignionet, reach a chair. 

[Mrs. Loyemore crosses the stage, and they 
salute each other. 
Mrs. Love. I'm afraid this Visit, from one unknown 
to you, will be inconvenient and troublesome. •- 

Mrs. Bell, Not at all, I dare say ; you need not be 
at the trouble of an apology. Mignionet, you may with- 
draw. [Exit Mignionet, l. 
Mrs, Love, [Both sit, c] Though I have not the 

£2 
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pleasure of your acquaintance, ma'am, there is a parti- 
cular circumstance which has determined me to take this 
liberty with you : for which I entreat your pardon. 

Mrs. Bell, The request is wholly unnecessary ; but a 
particular circumstance, you say. Pray, ma'am, to what 
circumstance am I indebted for this honour ? 

Mrs. Love, 1 shall appear perhaps very ridiculous, 
and indeed I am afraid I have done the most absurd 
thing. But, ma'am, from the character you bear for 
tenderness of disposition and generosity of sentiment, I 
easily incline to flatter myself, you will not take <^eHee 
at any thing ; and that if it is in your power, you will 
afford me your assistance. 

Mrs. Bell. You may depend upon me. 

Mrs, Love, I will be very ingenious. Pray, ma'anr, 
an't you ieicquainted with a gentleman whose Bame is 
LoTemore ? 

Mrs. Bell. Lovemore ! No ; no such person in my 
list. Loyemorel-^I don*t know him, ma'am. 

Mrs, Love. Ma'am, I beg your pardon — I won't trou- 
ble you any farther. lGoiHs^» 

Mrs, Bell, 'Tis mighty odd, this. [Aside,'\ Madam, 
I must own my curiosity is a good deal excited. [^Takes 
her by the hand."]" Pray, ma'am, give me leave— I beg 
you will sit down-^pray don't think me impertinent— 
may I beg to know who the gentleman is ? 

Mrs. Love. You have such an- ah* of frankness and 
generosity, that I will open myself to you. I have been 
married to him these two years ; I admired my husband 
for his understanding, his sentiment, and his spirit ; I 
thought myself as sincerely loved by him as my fond 
heart could wish ; but there is of late such a strange re- 
volution in his temper, I know not what to make of it : 
instead of the looks of affection, and expres^ous of ten- 
derness, with which he used to meet me, 'tis nothing 
now but . cold, averted, superficial civility. While 
abroad, he runs on in a wild career of pleasure; and, to 
my deep affliction, has fix'd his affections upon another 
object. 

Mrs, Bell. If you mean to consult with roe in regard 
to this case, 1 am afraid you have made a wrong choice. 
There is something in her appearance that affects me. 
[Aside."] — Pray excuse me, ma'am, you consider this 
matter too deeply. Men will prove false ; and if there 
is nothing in your complaint but mere gallantry on his 
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side, upon my word I can*t think your ease the worse 
for that. 

Mrs, Love, Not the worse ! 

Mrs, Bell,- On the contrary, much better. If his af- 
fections, instead of being alienated, had been extinguish- 
ed, he would haye sunk into a downright stupid, habi- 
tual insensibility ; from which it might proTe impossible 
to recal him. In all love's bill of mortality, there is not 
a more fatal disorder ; but your husband is not fallen 
into that way. By your account, he still has sentiment, 
and where there is sentiment, there is still room to hope 
for an alteration. But in the other case, you have the 
pain of seeing yourself neglected, and for what ? for no- 
thing at all. The man has lost all sense of feeling, and 
is become, to the warm beams of wit and beauty, as im- 
penetrable as an ice-house. 

Mrs, Love. I am afraid, ma*am, he is too much the 
reyerse of this, too susceptible of impressions from eyery 
beautiful object. 

Mrs, Bell, Why so much the better, as 1 told you al- 
ready ; some new idea has struck his fancy, and he will 
be for a while under the influence of that. 

Mrs, Love, How light she makes of it. {Aside, 

Mrs, Bell, But it is the wife's business to bait the 
hook for her husband with variety ; and to draw him 
daily to herself. That is the whole affair ; I would not 
make myself uneasy, ma'am. 

Mrs, Love, Not uneasy ! when his indifference does 
not diminish my regard for him ! Not uneasy ! when 
the man I doat on no longer fixes his happiness at home ! 

Mrs. Bell, Ma'am, you'll give me leave to speak my 
mind freely. I have often observed, when the fiend jea- 
lousy is rous'd, that women lay out a deal of anxiety 
and vexation to no account ; when, perhaps, if the truth 
were known, they should be angry with themselves in- 
stead of their husbands. 

Mrs, Love, Angry with myself, madam ! Calumny 
can lay nothing to my charge : the virtue of my conduct, 
madam — [^Both rise, 

Mrs, Bell. (l. c.) Oh, I would have laid. my life, you 
would be at that work — that's the folly of us all. But 
virtue is out of the question at present. It is la Belle 
Nature. Nature embellished by the advantages of art, 
l^at the. men expect now-a-days ; and really, ma'am, 
without compliment, you seem to ha?e all the qualities 

E 3 
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that can dispute your husband's htiart with any body ; 
but the exertion of those qualities, I am afhud, is sup- 
pressed. You*ll excuse my freedom ; I have been mar- 
ried, ma*am, and am a little in the secret. It is much 
more difficult to keep a heart than win one. After the 
fatal words, '' For better for worse," the general way 
with wives is, to relax into indolence, and while they 
are guilty of no infidelity, they think that is enough* 
But they are mistaken ; there is a great deal wanting ; 
an address, a manner, a desire of pleasing — 

Mrs. Love, (r. c.) But when the natural temper — 

Mrs, Bell. The natural temper must be forced — Home 
must be made a place of pleasure to the husband, and the 
wife must throw infinite variety into her manner. And 
this, I take to be the whole mystery, the way to keep a 
man. But I run en at a strange rate — Well, to be sure, 
I'm the giddiest creature. Ma*am, will you now give 
me leave to inquire, how I came to have this favour ? 
Who recommended me to your notice? And pray, who 
was so kind as to intimate that I was acquainted with Mr. 
Lovemore ? 

Mrs, Love. I beg your pardon for all the trouble I 
have given you, and I assure you, 'tis entirely owing to 
my being told that his visits were frequent here. 

Mrs. Bell, His visits frequent here ! They have im- 
posed upon you, I assure you — and they have told you, 
perhaps, that I have robbed you of Mr. Lovemore's 
heart ! Scandal is always buzzing about ; but I assure 
you, I have not meddled with his heart— O lud ! I hear 
a rap at the door— I positively won't be at home. 

Enter MiGNiovET, L. 

Mig, Did you call, madam? 

Mrs. Bell. I am not at home. 

Mig, 'Tis Lord Etheridg^e, ma'am, he's coming up 
stairs ; the servants told him you were within. 

Mrs. Bell, Was ever any thing so cross ? Tell him, 
there is company .with me, and he won't come in. Mig- 
nionet, run to him. 

Mrs. Love. Ma'am, I beg 1 mayn't hinder you. 

Mrs^ Bell. Our conversation begins to grow interest- 
ing, and I would not have you go for the world. I won't 
see ray lord. 

Mrs. Love, I beg you will — don't let me prevent-^l'll 
step into another room. 
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Mr$. BeU. Will you be so kind I There are books in 
that room, if you will be so obliging as to amuse your- 
self there. I shall be glad to resume this conversation 
ftgain. He shan't stay long< 

Jlfr«, Love. I beg you will be in no hurry — I can wait 
with pleasure. 

Mrs. Bell, This is a lover of mine ; and a husband 
and a lover should be treated in the saine manner ; per 
haps it will divert you to hear how I manage him. I 
hear him on the stairs — for Heaven*s sake, make haste. 
Mignionet, show the way. 

[Excuni Mrs. Lovemore and Mignionet, r. d. 

Mrs, Bell, Let me see how I loqk to receive him. 

[Runs to her glass. 
Enter Lovemore, with a star and ribband^ as Lord 

Etheridge, l. 
Looking in her glass.}. Lord Etheridge ! Walk in, my 
lord. 

Love. \_Repeats,'] A heavenly image in the gla3S ap- 
pears, 
To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ; 
Repairs her smiles 

Mrs. Bell, Repairs her smiles, my lord ! I don*t like 
your application of that phrase — Pray, my lord, are 
my smiles out of repair ; like an old house in the country, 
that wants a tenant ? 

Love, Nay, now, that's resting the words from their 
visible intention. You can't suppose I thought you 
want repair, whatever may be the case, ma'am, with re- 
gard to the want of a tenant ! 

Mrs. Bell. And so you think I really want, a tenant 1 
And, perhaps, you imagine too, that I am going to put 
up a bill, [Looking in her glass} to signify to all 
passers by, that here is a mansion to let ? [Coming for- 
ward.} Well, I swear, I don't think it would be a bad 
scheme. I have a great mind to do so. 

Love. And he who has the preference— 

Mrs. Bell, (c.^ Will be very happy — I know you 
mean so. But I 11 let it to none but a single gentleman, 
that you may depend upon. 

Love, (l.) What the devil does she mean by that ! 
She has not got an inkling of the affair, I hope. [Aside.} 
None else could presume, madam, to 

Mrs. Bell. And then, it must be a lease for life. But 
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nobody will be troubled with it ; I shall never get \t off 
my hands. Do you think I shall, my lord ? 
■Love. Why that question, madam ? You know I am 
devoted to you, even if it were to be bought with life. 

Mrs. Bell. Heavens ! what a dying swain you are ! 
And does your lordship really intend to be guilty of ma- 
trimony ? Lord, what a question have I asked? Well, 
to be sure, I am a very mad cap ! My lord, don*t yoa 
think me a strange mad cap ? 

Love. A wildness, like yours, that arises from viva- 
city and sentiment together, serves only to exalt your 
beauty, and gives new poignaricy to every charm. 

Mrs, Bell. Well, upon my word, you have said it 
finely I But you are in the right, my lord; I hate your 
pensive melancholy beauty, that sits like a well-grown 
vegetable in a room for an hour together, till at last she 
is animated to the violent exertion of saying yes, or no, 
and then , enters into a matter-of-fact conversation.— 
** Haveyoii h^'ard the news? Miss Beverly is going to 
be married to Captain Shouldernot. My Lord Mort- 
gage b^s had another tumble at Arthur^s. Sir William 
Squanderstock has lost his election. They say, short 
aprons are coming into fashion again." 

Love. O lord ! a matter-of-fact conversation is insup- 
portable. 

Mrs. Bell. Pray, my lord, have you ever observed the 
manner of one lady's accosting another at Ranelagh ''. 
She comes up to you with a demure look of insipitl sere- 
nity ; makes you a solemn salute. ***Ma'am, ' 1 am' 

overjoyed to meet you; you look charmingly, "But, 
dear ma*am, did you hear what happened to us all tl)e 
other night? We were going home from the opera, 
ma*am ; you know my aunt Rolypoly ; it was her coach ; 

there was she, and Lady Betty Fidget Your most 

obedient servant , ma'am [Courtesejfing to another^ 

as it were going by. '\ Lady Betty, you know, iSTeco- 
vered ; every body thought it over with her ; but Doctor 
Snakeroot was called in— no, not Doctor Snakeroot, Doc- 
tor Bolus it was — and so he altered the course of medicine 

— and so my Lady Betty recovered : ^Well, there was 

she and Sir George Bragwell — a pretty man. Sir George ; 
finest teeth in the world — Your ladyship's most obedient. 
We expected you last night, but you did not come — he ! 
hd ! And so, there was he and the rest of us ; and so. 
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turning the corner of Bond Street, the Tillain of a coach- 
man—How do yon do, madam ? the yillain of a coach- 
man overturned us all ; my aunt Rolypoly wa& frightened 
out of her wits, and Lady Betty has been nervish ever 
since : only think oLthat ; such accidents in life. Ma* am, 
your most obedient ; I am proud to see you look so 
well." 

Love, An exact description — the very thing. Ha! 
ha! 

Mrs, Bell. And then, from this conversation they all 
run to cards. ** Quadrille has murdered wit.*^ 
• Love, Ay, and beauty too ; for upon these occasion?, 
**" the passions in the features are — '* I have seen many 
a beautiful countenance change in a moment into abso- 
lute deformity ; the little loves and graces, that before 
sparkled in the eye, bloomed in the cheek, and smiled 
about the mouth, all fly off in an instant, and resign the 
features which they before adorned, to fear, to anger, to 
grief, and the whole train of fretful passions. 

Mrs. Bell, Ay, and the rage we poor women are often 
betrayed into on these occasions 

Love. Very true, ma^am ; and if by chance they do 
bridle and hold in a little, the struggle they undergo is 
the most ridiculous sight imaginable. I have seen an 
oath quivering upon the pale lip of a reigning toast, for 
half an hour together, and then at last, when the whole 
room bui'st out into one loud universal uproar : *' My 
lord, you flung away the game — No, ma*am it was you. 
Sir George, why did not you rough the diamond I Cap- 
tain Hazard, why did not you \etj^ through the honour ? 

Ma*am it was not^e play. Pardon me, sir But, 

ma'am But, sir— I would not play with you for straws'. 

Don't you know what Hoyle says? If A and B are 

Partners against C and D, and the game nine-all, A and 
I have won three tricks, and G and D four tricks, C 
leads his suit, D puts up the king, then returns the suit, 
A passes, G puts up the queen, B trumps the next ;" and 
so, A and B, and C and D Are banged about, and all is 
jargon, confusion, uproar, and wrangling, and nonsense, 
and noise. — Ha ! ha ! 

Mrs, Bell, Ha I ha ! A fine picture of a rout ; but one 
roust play sometimes ; we must let our friends pick our 

I sockets or they'll drop our acquaintance. Pray, my 
ord, do you never play 1 
. Love, Play, ma'am ! I must Ue to the ead of the 
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chapter [Aiidel play I now and then, out of necessity ; 
otherwise I never touch a card. 

Mrs. Bell, Oh I very true, you dedicate your time to 
the muses ; a downrig^ht rhyming peer. Do you know, 
my lord, that T am charmed with your song? 

Love, Are you ? 

Mrs, Bell. I am indeed. I think you'd make a Tery 
. tolerable Vauxball poet. 

Love, You flatter me, ma*am. 

Mrs. Bell. No, as I Utc and breathe, I don't ; and 
do you know, that I can sing it already ? Come, you 
shall hear it. [Sings* 

Attend all ye fair, and I'll tell ye the art, 
To bind every fancy with ease in your chains. 

To hold in soft fetters the conjugal heart. 

And banish from Hymen his doubts and his pains. 

When Juno accepted the cestus of love, 
At first she was handsome ; she charming became ; 

With skill and soft passions it taught her to move. 
To kindle at once and to keep up the flame. 

*Tis this gives the eyes all their magic and fire ; 

The voice melting accents ; impassions the kiss ; 
Confers the sweet smiles, that awaken desire, 

And plants round the fair, each incentive to bliss. 

Thence flows the gay chat, more than reason that 
charms ; 
The eloquent blush, that can beauty improve ; 
The fond sigh, the fond vow, the soft touch that 
alarms. 
The tender disdain the renewal of love. 

Ye fair take the cestus, and practise its art ; 

The mind unaccomplish'd, mere features are rain ; 
Exert your sweet pow'r, you will conquer each heart. 

And the loves, joys, and graces, shall walk in your 
train. 

Love. My poetry is infinitely obliged to you for the 
embellishments your voice and manner confer upon it. 

Mrs. BelL O, fUlsome I I sing horridly, and I look .hor- 
ridly .^Goe« to theglass'i How do I look, my lord ? But 
don't tell me — I won't be told. I see you are studying a 
compliment, and I hate compliments ; well, what is it? 
Let's hear your compliment^why don't you compliment 



SCENE I.] KBBP HIM. 49 

me ?— I won't hear it now. Bat pray now^ how came yon 
to choose so grave a subject as connubial happiness ? 

Love. Close and particular that question. [Aside, 

Mrs. Bell. Well, upon my word, you have drawn your 
picture so well in this little song, that one would imagine 
you had a wife at home to sit for it. 

Love. Ma*am — [Embarrassed] the compliment — a-^ 
you are but laug^ng at me— I — ^I — I — Zounds ! I am 
afraid she begins to suspect me. [Aside.] A very scanty 
knowledge of the world will serve : and-^-and there is no 
need of one*s own experience in these cases : — and when 
you, madam, are the original, it is no wonder that this 
copy— 

Mrs. Bell. O lard, you are going to plague me again 
with your odious solicitations, but I won't hear them ; 
you must be gone. If I should be weak enough to listen 
to you, what would become of Sir Brilliant Fashion ? 

Love. Sir Brilliant Fashion ! 

Mrs. Bell, Yes, don't you know Sir Brilliant 
Fashion 7 

Love. No, ma'am, I don't know the gentleman : — T beg 
pardon, if he is your acquaintance, but from what I have 
neard of him, I should not choose him to be among my 
intimates. 

Enter Mignionbt, r. in a violent hurry. 

Mig. O, undone ! undone ! 

Mrs. Beil. What's the matter? 

Mig, O lud 1 I am frightened out of my senses ?— 
The poor lady — Where's the hartshorn dbrops ? 

'Love. The lady 1 What lady? 

Mig. Never stand asking what lady— «— shehas fainted 
away, ma'am, all of a sudden. Give me the drops, 

[Exit^ B, D. 

Mrs. Bell. Let me ran to her assifctance.^Adieu, my 
lord'-— I shall be at home in the evening. My lord« 
you'll excuse me : I expect you in the evening. 

[Exit, R. D. 

Love, (c.) t shall wait on you, ma'am. What a viU 
lain am I to carry on this scheme against so much beauty, 
innocence and merit. Ay, and to have the impudence to 
assume this badge of honour, to cover the most unwar- 
rantable purposes ! But no reflection— have her 1 must, 
and that quickly too. If I don*t prevail soon, I am un- 
done--she*ll And me out : egad, I'll be with her betimet 
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this eyening, and press hei^ with all the Vehemence of 
love. Womoi have their soft, unguarded moments, lind 
who knows ?— Bat to take the advantage of the openness 
and gaiety of her heart 1 and then, my friend Sir Brilliant, 
will it be fair to supplant him ? Pr'ythee, be quiet, my 
dear conscience ; don't you be meddling ; don*t you in- 
terrupt a gentleman in his amusements. Don't you know, 
™y good friend, that love has no respect of persons, 
knows no laws of friendship ; besides, 'tis all my wife's 
fault — why don't she striye to make home agreeable 1 

For foreign pleasures, foreign joys I roam. 
No thought of peace, or happiness at home. 

[^Going, 

Sir Brilliant is heard singing within^ l. 

What the devil is Madam Fortune at now ? Sir Bril- 
liant, by aH that's odious ! No place to conceal in ? No 
escape ! The door is lock'd ! Mignionet, Mignlonet ! 
open the door ! 

. Mignionet. [WUhin, r.] You can't come in here, 
sir. 

Liove. This cursed star, and this ribband, will ruin me. 
Let me get off this confounded tell-tale evidence. 

[Takes off the Ribband in a huffy. 

Enter Sir Brilliant, l. . 

Sir BriL My dear madam, I most heartily rejoice— 
Ha I— -Lovemore ! 

Love, Your slave, Sir Brilliant, your slave:— 

[Hiding the star with his hat. 

Sir Bril, How is this ? I did not think you had been 
acquainted here I 

. Love, I came to look for you ; I thought to have found 
you here; and so I have scrap'd an acquaintance with 
the lady, and made it subservient to your purposes. I 
have been giving a great character of you. 

Sir Bril. Well, but what's the matter ? What are yon 
fumbling about? [Pulls the hat. 

Love* 'Sdeath, have a care I — for heaven's sake — 

[ Crams his handkerehirf there. 

Sir Bril, What the devil ails you 7 

Love, Taken so unaccountably ;— my old complaint— 

Sir BHi, What complaint? 

Love, I must have a surgeon— occasioned by the stroke 
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of a tennis-ball ;— my Lord Rackett's unlucky left hand. 
Let me pass — there is something forming there — ^let ma 
pass. To be cftught is the devil. [Aside.] Don!t name 
my name, you'll ruin all that I said for you if you do.— » 
Sir Brilliant, your servant. There is certainly something 
forming. [Exit, l^ 

Sir Bril. Something forming there— I believe there 
is something forming here ! What can this mean ? I must 
have this explained. Then Mrs. Lovemore's suspicions 
are right ; — I must come at the bottom of it. 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour, r. d. 

My dear Mrs. Bellmour ! 

Mrs. Bell, Heavens I What brings you here ! 

Sir Bril, I congratulate with myself upon the felicity 
of meeting you thus at home. 

Mrs, BeU, Yqur visit is unseasonable— you must b9 
gone. 

Sir Bril, Madam, I have a thousand things.. 

Mrs, Bell* Well, well, another time. 

Sir Bri2. Of the tenderest import. • 

Mrs. Bell, I can*t hear you now; fly .this moment! 1 
have a lady taken ill in the next room. 

Sir Bril, Ay^ and you have had a gentleman taken ill 
hei% too. 

Mrs^ BelL Do you dispute my will and pleasure? fly 
this instant. [Turns him ouLl So-^I*ll make sure of the 
door. 

Enter Mrs. Lovbmore, r. b. leaning on Mignionet. 

Mig. This way, madam, here's more air in this room. 

Mrs* BelL How do you find yourself, ma*am ? Pray 
«it down. [She sits, o, 

Mrs, Love, My spirits are too weak to bear up any 
longer against such a scene of villainy. 

Mrs, Bell, (l.) Villainy! What villainy? 

Mrs. Love, Of the blackest dye? I see, madam, yott 
are acquainted with my husband. 

Mrs. B<£2.. Acquainted with your husband ! 

Mrs. Love, A moment's patience ; that gentleman that 
was here with you is my husband ! [Rises, 

Mrs, Bell. Lord Etheridge your husband ? 

Mrs. Love, Lord Etheridge, as he calls himself, and as 
yoii have been made to call him also, is no other than Mr. 
Lovemore. 
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jifrt. BeU. Alid hit lie then beeli base enough to «il»ttiii9 
that title to ensnare me to my undoing 1 

Mn. lAve. To See my husband carrying on this dark 
business — ^to see the man I hare loved— ^the man I have 
etteem*d— the man^ I am afraid, I must still love, though 
esteem him again I cannot, to be a witness to his com- 
plicated wickedness, it was too much for sensibility like 
mine — I felt the shock too severely, and sunk under it. 

Mrs, Bell. I am ready to do the same myself now. I 
sink into the very ground with amazement. The first 
time I ever saw him was at Mrs. L'oveit's— she intro- 
duced him to me; the appointment was of her own 
making. 

Mrs, Love, You know her character, I suppose, ma- 
dam? 

Mrs. Bell, She*s a woman of fashion, and sees a great 
deal of good company. 

jlfr«. Love, Very capable of such an action, fbr all 
that. 

Mrs, Bell. Well, I could never have imagined that any 
woman would be so base as to pass such a cheat uoon 
me. Step this moment, and give orders never to let him 
within my doors again. {^BxU Mignionbt, l.] I am 
much obliged to you, madam, for this visit ; — ^to me it is 
highly fortunate, but I am sorry for your share in*t, as 
the discovery brings you nothing but the conviction of 
your husband's baseness. 

Mrs, Love, I am determined to be no further uneasy 
about him ; nor will I live a day longer under his roof. 

Mrs, BeU. Hold ! hold ! make no violent resolutions. 
Yottll excuse me— I can*t help feeling for you, and I 
think this incident may be still converted to your ad- 
vantage* 

Mrs, Love* That can never be-^I am lost beyond re- 
demption. ' 

Mrs, BelL [Both L.] Don*t decide that too rashly.— 
Brides, you have heard his sentiments. Perhaps you 
are a little to blame yourself. We will talk this matter 
over coolly — Ma* am, you have saved me,, and I must 
now discharge the obligation. You shall stay and dine 
with me. 

Mrs. Love, I can't possibly do that — I won't give yon 
so much trouble. 

Mrs. Bell. It will be a pleasure, ma'am— you shall 
stay with me — I will not part with you ; and I will lay 
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such a plan t^ may eaaura him yovrs for eT«r. Gome, 
come, my dear madam, don't you stUl tbin]( he ha» some 
good qualities to apologize for his vices ? 

Mrs. Love. I must own I still hope he has. 

Mrs. Bell. Very well then, and he may still make 
atonement for all ; and, let me tell you, that a man who 
can make proper atonement for his faults, should not be 
entirely despised. Allons^-— Come, come, a man is worth 
thinking a little about, before one throws the hideous 
thing away for ever. [Ezevfit, R% 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I.— -Sir Bashful Constant's. 

Mnter Ladt Constant, r. mUka Card, and Furnish ^ 

I#ad^ Con. Is the servant waiting? 

Fur. He is, madam. 

tMdff Con. Very well-— I need not write — Give my 
humble service to Mrs. Lovemore, and I shall certainly 
wait on her. 

Fur. I shall, madam. {Going, 

Lady Con. Has the servant carried back the things to 
Sir Brilliant Fashion, as I ordered? 

J^tir. We expect him back every moment, madam. 

Lady Con. The insolence of that man, to think he can 
bribe me with his odious presents ! Very well, go and 
send my answer to Mrs* Lovemore. \^ExU Furnish.] 
What can this mean ? [Reads. 

*•*' Begs the favour of her ladyship's company to cards 

this evening." Cards at Mrs. Lovemore's — ^there's 

something new in that. — [ReadsJ] ** Hopes her ladyship 
will not refuse, as It is a very particular affair requires 
Mrs. Lovemore's friends to be present.* *---<— There ii 
some mystery in all this-^What can it be ?— 

p2 
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Enter Sib Bashful Constant, l. 

Sir Bath, (l.) Here she is>-Now let me see whether 
she will take any notice of the diamond buckles^— Your 
servant, madam. 

Ladp Con. (r.) Your serTant, sir. 

Sir Bash. Yon seem out of humour, I think. 

Lady Con. And considering that you nerer give me 
cause, that's very strange, is it not? 

Sir Bash. My Lady Constant, if you did not give me 
cause — ^ • 

liady Con. For heaven's sake, sir, let us have no more 
disagreeable altercation — ^I am tired of your violence of 
temper ; your frequent starts of passion, and unaccount- 
able fancies, which you too often mistake for realities. 

Sir Bash. Fancies, madam ! When do I take fancies 
for realities? Do, I only fancy that you are eternally 
making exorbitant demands upon me for money for the 
various articles of your expenses ? And when you were 
for ever teasing me for diamonds, and I know not what, 
was that a fancy I had taken into my head without foun- 
dation ? 

Lady Con. Pray, sir, let us not dispute — ^I promise 
you never to trouble you on that head again. 

Sir Bash. She has received them I see, and is obsti- 
nintely resolved not to tell me. [Aside.'\ Madam, 1 will 
not render myself ridiculous in the eyes of the world for 
your whims. 

Lady Con. Nor will f , sir, be ridiculous any longer 
on account of your caprice. I have wrote to my soli- 
citor to attend me here to-morrow morning with the arti- 
cles of separation ; and I presume, sir, that you can have 
no objection to their being carried into execution. I 
have no time now to squander in frivolous debates, I 
must prepare to go out. Your servant, sir. \^Exit. 

Sir Bash. I must unburden myself at last ! Must dis- 
close the secrets of my heart — she has possessed my very 
soul — is ever present in my imagination — ^mingles with 
all my thoughts — inflames my tenderest passions, and 
raises such a conflict here — l cannot any longer keep 
this fire pent up— 1*11 throw myself open to her this very- 
moment — Is any body in the way ? 

Enter Sidkboaro, b. 

Where's your mistress ? * 

Side. In her own room, sir. 
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' Sir Bash. Draw that table over this way. A letter 
will do the business— it shall be so. Reach me a chair. 
You blockhead, why don't you reach me a chair ? 
' Side, There, yotir hobour. 

Sir Bash, Do you stay while I write a letter ; you 
shall carry it for me. [He sits down to write ^ c. 

• Side, Yes, sir. I hope he has got'some intrigue upon 
his hands : a servant always thrives under a master that 
has his private amusements. Love on, say I, if you are 
so given ; it will all bring grist to my mill. 

• Sir Bash. This will be a strange surprise upon my 
Lady Constant — soft, passionate, and tender, so far — 
and yet it does not come up to what I feel. It is a hard 
thing, in excessive love like mine, to speak as delicately 
as we thinkj to the person we adore. [ Writes on. 

Side, (l.) Let me see if there is any news in the pa- 
per of to-day. [ Takes a Newspaper oitt qf his pocket 
and reads,"] What in the name of wonder is all this ? O 
lord! O lord! I can*t help laughing! — Hal hat — 1 
never heard of the like before— Ha ! ha ! 
' Sir Bash, What does this rascal mean ? [^Stares at 
him.'} He does not suspect me, does he ? 
. Side. Ha! ha! ha! . 

Sir Bash. ^Stares still at him."] Perhaps he over- 
heard my conversation with Mr. Lovemore. Harkye, 
sirrah I ^Rises] if ever I find that you dare listen at any 
door in the house, I'll cut your ears ofif, I will. 

Side, Sir ! 

Sir Bash. Confess the truth ; have not you been lis- 
tening and overhearing my conversation ? 

Sidei Who, I, sir? Not I, sir; as I hope to live, 
sir, I would not be guilty of such a thing, sir, for ever 
so much— I never did the like in my bom days. 

Sir Bash. What was you laughing at, rascal ? 

Side. An article, sir, I f»und in the newspaper, that's 
all, sir. I'll read it to you, s\T—[Reads.} " We hear 
that a new comedy is now in rehearsal at one of the the- 
atres, and will speedily be performed, entitled, The 
Amorous Husband ; or, The Man in Love with his own 
Wife." 

. Sir Bash/ Sir Brilliant told me truth, I see. [Aside."] 
Well, and what do you see to laugh at there, sir ? 

Side. Lord bless me, sir, I never heard of the like 
before. I have served in a great ;nany families, and I 
never heard of such a thing. 

F 3 
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Sir Ba»k^ Look ye there now ! [AUde.'\ 8imh ! let 
me neyer hear that you have the trick of listening at any 
of my doors. 

Side. No, sir— to be sure, sir. What has he got in 
his head ? 

Sir Bash. Wounds ! I shall be laughed at by my own 
servants. But no more scruples — ^pass that by ; it shall 
all out. [SiU down."] That fellow has so disconcerted 
me !— There, I have laid my whole heart open to her ; 
ril seal it directly. Here, take this, and bring me an 
answer ; and, do you hear 7 come hither— mind what I 
lay ; take care that nobody sees yeu. 

Side. I warrant, sir. {Exit Sidbboard^ r. 

s Sir Btuh. [Aites.] I feel as if a load was oif my 

breast; and yet I fear— but I'm embarked, and so I *U 
wait the event. 

Enter SinsBOARD, r. 

Side. A word or two by way of direction, sir, wonld 
not be amiss. 

Sir Bath. (r. c.) Blockhead! have not I directed it? 

ITakee it badt. 

Side. I could never have suspected him of having an 
intrigue. lAgide. 

Sir Bath, This rascal does not know the secret of my 
heart, and he shall remain so. Lovemore shall open 
the affair to her. I am glad I have not trusted him — 
should I direct this, the fellow would find me ont. You 
may go about your business, Sideboard — I don't want 
you. 

Side, Very welly sir. — ^What's he at now 7 If he does 

not let me manage his intrigues for him, 1*11 give him 

' warning. {Eait^ n. 

Sir Boik. Ay, Mr. Lovemore shall do it : the expla- 
nation will be more naturaL and easy from him. Tiiia 
scoondrel is doming again^no, it is not he. 

Enter Lovbmorb, r. 

Sir Ba$h. (c.) Ha ! Mr. Lovemore ! I am glad to 
see you ! Mr. Lovemore, you are heartily welcome 1 

Love, (r.) You see me here this second time to-day. 
Sir Bashful, entirely on the score of friendship. 

Sir Bath, I thank you, Mr. Lovemore; heartily 
thank yon ! 



1 
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Xov€, I bi!oke «Wfty from oompeny on purpose to at- 
tend you : they would have bad me stay the eyeniitf , 
but I have more pleasure in serving my friends. WeU, 
how does my lady 1 

Sir Bash. We don*t hit at all, Mr. LoTemore. 

Love, No? 

Sir Bash, No, no— not at all— I think she has been 
rather worse since you spoke to her. 

Love. A good symptom, that. [Aside^ 

Sir Bash. She still talks of parting ; and has even 
sent to her lawyer about it. Obstinate as a mule, Mr. 
Lovemore! — ^lias had the diamond buckles, and sulky 
still — not one word about them. 
n&Love. Time will bring things about-^ 

Sir Bash. Po I there is not a moment to be lost. Sh6 
is set upon it, Mr. Lovemore ; and when she sets in, she 
blows like a trade wind, all one way ; and so, to pre- 
vent extremities, I have even thought of explaining my- 
self to her. 

Love, What I acquaint her with your passion ? 

Sir Biuh. Yes, and trust to her honour. I know I 
could not do it myself in person ; I should blush, and 
look silly, and falter. So I even set down to write her 
a letter--^ere it is, Mr. Lovemore, signed and sealed, 
but it is not directed. I got into a puzzle about that ; 
for my servant, you know, would wonder at my writing a 
letter to her. 

Love. So he would. 

Sir Bash, Yes, yes, he would have smoked me ; but 
you are come most opportune. 1*11 tell you what, you 
shall direct it and send it to her. Nobody will be a jot 
the wiser. 

Love. Well, 1*11 take it home with me, and send it to 
her to-morrow morning. 

Sir Bash, No, no ; now, directly now. 

Love, I'll step to her then and speak for you — ^why 
should you send a letter ? If it does not take, she has 
you in her power — ^you can't go back — she'll have it 
under your hand. 

Sir Bash. Why, that's true—that's true— «nd yet if I 
can obtain a letter from her, I shall have it under her 
hand. It must be so— 4f you go, she'll send a verbal an- 
swer by you, and then deny it afterwards. 

Love. JSut I shall be a witness against her. 



'i 



5S THB WAY TO [aCT tV. 

Sir Bath, That will never do. I shall this way draw 
her in to write a letter, and then I shall have her bound 
down. 

Love. Better take a little time to consider of it. 

Sir Busk, No, no, I can*t defer it a moment ; it bums 
like a fever here — I must have immediate relief ; Mr. 
Lovemore, you must be my friend. Sit you down« and 
direct it for me. 1*11 step and send my servant to carry 
4t for you — sit down, sit down. 

Enter Sideboard, l. 

Side. Sir Brilliant Fashion, sir, is below. 

Sir Bash. Sir Brilliant Fashion I— Rascal ! why j^^ 
you say I was at home? 

Side. 1 had no orders to the contrary, sir. [Exit, d. 

Love. 'Sdeath, he must not come up--^tep to htm. Sir 
Bashful ; amuse him, talk to him ; tell him the news, 
any thing, rather than let him come hither to interrupt 
us. 

Sir Bash. No, no, he shan't come up. 

Love. By no means ; and be sure you don't let him' 
know that I am here. The fellow follows me every 
where I go. {^Aside. 

Sir Bash. Never fear, he shanH come near you ; and 
in the mean time, be sure you direct the letter. 

Love, I will; but you lose time — away — begone! 
[Pushes him out^ l.I A lucky accident this — I have gain- 
ed time by it. What in the name of wonder has he 
wrote to her ? I am defeated if this preposterous fellow 
brings ^things tb an explanation — matters were in a fine 
train, and he himself levelling the road for me ; and 
now, if this takes, I am blown up into the air at once : 
some unlucky planet rules to-day. First the Widow 
Bellmour — and now this wiU-o'»the-whisp— what can he 
.have wrote to her? Friendship and wafer, by your 
leave — ^but will that be delicate? No— but 'twill be 
convenient. [Opens it."] This letter shall never go — 
1*11 write another myself— a lucky thought ! I absolve 
my stars— here is every thing ready. [Sits down c. cj/" 
back ground.'^ What shall I say ? Any thing will do — 

[Reads and Writes."] *' Why should I conceal, my 
dear madam, that your charms have touch'd my heart V* 
— Um—*' loved you long; adored" — Um, urn — ** flat- 
her"— -Um, tim, um — '♦ happiest of mankind"— Um, um. 
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urn—** sweetest revengfe" — Um, urn—" husband"— TJin, 
um, um,^iiiii, um-^** secret pleasure of rewarding the 
tenderness of your sincerest admirer, " Loybmore.*' 

This will do — Let me seal it, and now direct it. 

Enter 8 in Bashful Constant, l. 

Sir Bash, (l.) Well, well, have you sent it? 
Love. No. Your servant has not been with me yet. 
Sir Bash, Sideboard ! why don*t you wait on the. 

gentleman as I ordered, Sideboard ?~I have got rid of 
ir Brilliant. 
Love, Have you ? 

i^ir Bash, Yes, yes, I would not let him come up for 
the world. 

Enter Sideboard, l. 

* SirBluh, (l. c.) Here, sirrah! Mr. Lovemore wants 
you. 

Love. Master Sideboard, you must step to your lady 
-with this letter. 

Sir Bash. Charming! Charming! Ha! ha! [Aside.^ 
Vou must take it up to her disectly-. 

Side. T^ke it up, sir ; my lady*s in the next room. 
' Sir Bash, Is she ? take it in there then to her — ^make 
haste — ^begone ! [Eartt Sideboard, r. d. 

Love. No danger in this, she*ll know her own interest, 
and have prudence enough to conceal every thing. 

[Aside, 

Sir Bash. I hope this will succeed, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. I hope it will. 

Sir Bash. I shall for ever be obliged to you ; and so 
will my lady too. 

' Love. 1 dare believe she wou*t prove ungrateful. 
' Sir Bash. Hush ! hush ! I should like to see how she 
receives it. See, the door is conveniently open. [Goes 
on tiptoe to the door,'} Yes, yes, I can see her — there 
she sits. [Peepinff. 

Love. Methinks, I should like to observe her too. 

Sir Bash. Hush I no noise. [Aside. 

Love, Now, my dear boy, Cupid, Incline her heart. 

[Aside: 

Sir Bash. She has got it! She has got it I lam' 
frighted out of my wits ! 

- Love. Hold your tongue! She opens it.. My dear 
VeDUS, now or never I [Aside,. 
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La^e. I like that rising bluili— ft Itntetokflo. 

Sir Bask, She turns p«le ! 

XoM. The natonl working of the passions. 

Sir Bath. And now she reddens again — ^in disorder 
too. Death and toy, she tears tiie letter I I'm undone ! 

[ Walks amayfram the door. 

Love. She has flong it firom her with indignation. Vm 
undone too ! \^Boik go from tke door^ and walk aJkaml 
in great perturbation. 

Sir Boik. Mr. LoTemore, yon see what it's all «<naa 
to! 

Love, I am sorry to see it come to this, indeed. 

Sir BotJk. Did you eyer see such an insolent soom? 

Love. I never was so disappointed in ail my life. 

Sir Bask, An absard, nngraleliil woman I 

Love. Ungratefal indeed I To make svoh a fstua to 
so kind a letter. 

Sir JBosJk. Tes, to so kind a letter. 

Love, So fall of the tenderest protestations. 

Sir Bask, Yon say right^the tenderest protestatioos ! 

Love, So generous, so unresenred a declaratioa otf 
loTe? 

Sir Bask. Made with the greatest openness of heart — 
throwing one's self at her feet. 

Love, Very true; throwing one's self at her very 
feet. 

Sir Bask, And then to be spumed, kicked, and treated 
like a puppy ! 

Love, Ay, there it stings ; to be treated like a poppy ! 

IBotk sU back to baek. 

Sir Bask, I can't bear this ! My dear Mr. LoTe- 
more, do you know in nature a thing so mortifying to the 
pride of msn, as to be rejected and despised by a fine 
woman? 

Love, Oh, 'tis the damn'dest tiling in tlie world ; maices 
a man look so mean in his own eyes. 

Sir Bash. Mr. Lovemore, I'm heartily obliged to you 
for taking this affair so much to heart. [Botk rise 

Love. I take it more to heart than yon are aware of, I 
assure yon. 

Sir Bash. You are Tery kind indeed. This is enough 
to make one ashamed all the rest of one^s life. 

[Both speak these broken ssntenees in a hind 
of reverie. 
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EnUr Sift Bbilliamt^ t. 

Sir BrU. (l.) Sir Bashful, Sir Bashful! I forg^otto 

lell you the highest thing Hey ! what's the matter 

here? 

Xove. (fi.) 'Sdeath! what brings him here again? 

Sir Bril, Yon seem both out of humour. 

Sir B<uh, (c.) The blockheads of servants to let him 
in I [^Aside, 

Sir Bril. Upon my soul, but this is very odd I Per- 
haps Lovemore is borrowing money of you, Sir Bashful, 
and you cannot agree about the premium? 

Sir Bash, Pressing business, Sir Brilliant. 

Sir BriL Po ! po I he's a very honest fellow ; let 

hiok haye the money By the way, Lovemore, I have 

a crow to pluck with you. 

Love, (c.) Well, well, another time. He haunts me 
up and down like my evil genius! {Ande, 

Sir Bril, (l.) Well, but you both look very grave 
upon it. As you will ; you have not the same reason to 
be in harmony with yourselves that I have.— ^Here, 
here ! I came back on purpose to tell you — {^Taket a shU" 
green ease out qf hie pocket,^ See here, my boys! See 
what a present has been made me ? A magnificent pair of 
diamond buckles, by Jupiter ! 

Love, How! 

Sir Baeh, (r.) A pair of diamond buckles! 

Sir Bril, A nair of diamond buckles, sir. How such 
a thinff should oe sent to me, I can't conceive — ^but so it 
Ss. The consequence of having some toWable phrase, 
a person, and being attentive to the service of the ladies. 

Sir Baeh, And this was sent you as a present ? 

Sir Bril, Ay, as a present. Do you envy me^? 

Sir Bash* I can't say but I do— My buckles, Mr. 
Lovemore, by all that's fal^e in woman. 

[Aside to Lovemore. 

Love, Ay, he's the happy man, I see. {Aside, 

Sir Bril, Both burning with envy, by Jupiter ! [Jnde. 

Sir Bash, But may not this be from some lady, that 
imagines you sent them to her, and so she chuses Xq re- 
ject your present? 

Sir Bril, No, no— no such thing U Had I presented 
the buckles, they would never have been returned. La- 
dies don't reject presents, my dear Sir Bashful, from th« 
man that is agreeable in their eyes. 
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Sir Baah. So I believe What a jade it is I lAaide. 

Love, She would not have torn a letter from him. . 

[Aside, 

Sir Bril. No, no, had I sent them to a lady, take my 
word for It, they would have been very acceptable. 

Sir Bash, So I suppose-*— I make no doubt but shB*ll 
give him my three hundred pounds too I [Aside. 

Love. That he should be my rival, and overtop me 
thus ! [Aside. 

Sir Bash. And pray now, Sir Brilliant, I suppose you 
expect to have this lady ? 

Sir Brii. (c.) This is the forerunner of it, I think. 
Ha ! ha I Sir Bashful ! Mr. Lovemore, this it is to be in 
luck 1 — Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Laughs at both, 

Lovf.^^' } Ha ! ha I [Forcing a laugl$. 

Sir Bash. Very well, my Lady Constant !— very well, 
madam— *very well. [Aside. 

Sir Bril. I swear you both are strangely piqued at my 
success — ^Sir Bashful, observe how uneasy Lovemore 
looks. . 

Love* (r.) Yon wrong me, sir : — ^I — I — ^I — I am not 
uneasy. 

Sir Btish. He's a true friend. He*s uneasy on my ac- 
count. [Aside. 

Sir Bril. Upon my soul, but you are uneasy I— ^nd, 
my dear Sir Bashful, you repine. at n^y success. 

Sir Bash. Yes, sir, I do— I own it.. 

Sir BrU. Well, you*re not disposed to be good com- 
pany—I'll leave you. Lovemore, where do you spend 
the evening 1 

Love. I can*t say, sir ; — ^l believe I shall stay here. 

Sir Bril. Nay, nay, if you are so snappish~-I am 
glad to hear that, I am engaged to his wife. [Aside."] 
Is it not a rare present. Sir Bashful? [Pulling himbjf 
the Sleeve.] Thou dear pledge of love, let me lay thea 
close to my heart. 

[Exit Sir Brilliant, looking at the ease, l.d. 

Sir Bash. What think ye now, Lovemore 1 

Love. All unaccountable to me, sir. 

Sir Bash. Unaccountable ! *Tis too plain— my wife's 
a jade — a prostitute — a courtezan I 

Love. I m glad ^he has torn my letter, however. 

[Aside. 

Sir Bash. By all that*s false, I'm gulled, cheated. 
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Imposed npoir, deceived, and dUbbed— ^Ay; here her 
ladyship comes — And now she shall hear her own, 
• Love. *Sdeath I let me fly the approaching storm^^ 
Sir Bashful, your humble servant, sir— I wish you a 
goodnight. \^Going. 

Sir Bagk, You must not go — you shan't leave me in 
this exigence — you shall be a witness of our separation. 

Love. No, I can't bear the sight of her after what 
has pass 'd— Good night— [Sir Bashful holdt Aim.] 
Damnation ! I must weather it I {^Aside, 

if 

Enter Lady Constant, r. d. 

Lady Con. (r.) I am surprised, Mr. Lovemore, 
that you will offer to stay a moment longer in this house ! 

Love, (l.) How the devil shall I give a turn to this 
affair? lAside. 

Sir Bash, (c.) Mr. Lovemore is my friend, madam ; 
and I desire hie'll stay here as long as he pleases, madam. 

Love. All must come out. [Aside, 

Lady Con. Your friend. Sir Bashful ! And do you 
authorize him to make sport of me, sir? I wonder, 
Mr. Lovemore, you would think of sending me such a 
letter ! Do you presume, sir, upon my having admitted 
a trifling of civility from you ? Do you come disguised, 
sir, under a mask of friendship to undo me ? 
' Love. Its a coming I [Aside'* 

Sir Bash. A mask of friendship ! I know Mr. Love- 
more too well, and I desired hiih to send that letter. 

Love. Sir Bashful desired me, madam. 

Sir Bash. I desired him, madam. <* 

Love. He desired me, madam. 

Lady Con. What, to affront me, sir? 

Sir Bash. There was not one word of truth lA it. 

Lpve. Not one word of truth, madam. 

'Sir Bash. It was all done to try you, madam ; merely 
to know you a little or so. i 

. Love. Merely to know you ! pure innocent mirths 

Lady Con. And am I to be treated thus, sir ; to be 
ever tormented by you? And could you, Mr. Love- 
more, be so unmanly as to make yourself an accomplice 
in so mean an attempt to ensnare me ? 

Sir Bash. To ensnare me ! She calls it ensnaring-^ 
It is pretty plain from all that has' pass'd between us 
that our tempers are not fit for one another ; and I now 

G 
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tell yott that I am ready to part as ioon as yoa please* 
TUttj^ I will part. 

Lady Con. That is the only thing we can agree ^^ 
■ir. 

Sir Boih, Had that letter come from another qiiarter> 
I know it would hate'been highly acceptable. 

Lad^ Con, I disdain the imputation ! 

Sir Ba»k, I will vent no more reproaches — This is 
the last of our conversing together — And take this with 
you, by the way, you are not to belieye One word of 
that lettei^— And as to any passion, that any body de* 
« dares for you, there was no such thing — ^was there, 
Lovemore 1 [Goeg over to hitm» 

Love. He states it all very right, madam. 

Sir Baeh. (l.) Let us laugh at her, Lovemore* Ha f 
ha! ha! ^ 

Love. Silly devil ! I can*t help laughing at hiau 
[Atide.] Ha! ha I ha! 

Sir B€uh. Ha ! ha ! ha lo-all a bam, madam ! — ^ha I 
ha ! nothing else in the world I— all to make sport of 
yon. Hal ha I ha! 

Ladjf Con. I cannot bear this usage any longer — Two 
such brutes ! Is my chair ready there ? You may de- 
pend, sir, this is the last you will see of me in your 
honse. lEjfU Ladt Constant, l* 

Sir Boih. A bargain, madam, with all my heartl 
Ha I ha I Lov^nore, this was well managed. 
- Love, Charmingly managed, indeed I I did not ihink 
you -had so much spirit in you. 

Sir Bath, I have found her out. I know her at last. 
But, Mr. Lovemore, never own the letter ; deny it to 
the last. 

Love. You may depend upon me. 

Sit Baeh. I return you a thousand thanks. A foolish 
woman, how she stands In her own light. 

Love. Truly, I think she does. Sir Bashful, I am 
mighty sorry I could not succeed better in this affair. 

Sir Batth. And so am I. 
' Love. I haye done my best, you see->and now 1*11 
-take my leave. 
' Sir Biuh. Nay, stay a little longer. 

Love. Had your lady proved tractable, I should not 
care hoW long I staid — but as things are situated, your 
humble servant, 3ir Bashful. Well off this bout—w^l 
off t [Jside^ 
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Sit Bas^. Mr. Loyemore, your serrant ; a good night 
to. you. But hark yo, }lr. LoTemore; if I Qan sorvo 
you with your lady— 

Love, I thank you as much as if you did. 

Sir Btt^. Be sure you defky every thing. Fare yon 
yreW IE jit Lovemore, l. d.^ Sideboard, see the 

gentleman out, He is a true fnend, indeed I I should 
Kve been undone but for him. My Lady Constant I 
My LiUly Coi^itaut ! I^et me drlYe her &om my thoughts. 
Can I do it ? Rage, fury, loTe — thinic «o more of love 

—I neyer will own a titUe of that letter, Odso I 

yonder it lies in fragments upon the ground>-iI*ll pick 
them up this momeoi^kieep them safo, in my owu custody 
-^and, as to Sir Brilliant, I shall know how to proceed 
with madam in regard to him — I'll watch them both—^if 
I oan hut giet oouilar demonstration of her guilt— if I can 
htttt got the meaoB in my power, to prove to the whole 
world that sho is Tilo enough to euekold me, I shall be 
happy. [Exit^ r«d. 



JEMD OV ACV IT. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Apartment at Mr»Lovetnore*s<, 

Enter Mrs. Lovemore, r., elegantly dressed; Mus* 

LIN following her, 

Mu9, Why, to be sure, ma* am ; it is so for certain> 
and you are very much in the right of it. 

Mrs, Love, I fancy I am : I see the folly of my for- 
mer conduct, and 1 am determined never tp let my 
spirits sink into a melancholy state again. 

Mns, Why, that's the very thing, ma*am; the 
very thing I havo been always preaching up to you. 
Did not I always say, see company; ma^am, tako 

^ G 2 
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your share of pleasure, and neyer break your heart 
for any man. This is what I always said. 

Mr9, Love. It's very well, you need not say any 
more now. ■ 

Mus. I always said so. And what did the world 
say ? Heaven bless her for a sweet woman I and a 
plague go with him for an inhuman, barbarous, 
bloody murdering brute. 
- Mrs. Love, No more of these liberties, I desire. 

Mu8. Nay, don*t be angry : they did say so indeed. 
But, dear heart, how every body will be overjoyed, 
when they find you have plucked up a little ! As for 
me, it gives me new life, to have so much company 
in the house, and such a racketing at the door with 
coaches and chairs, enough to hurry a body out of 
one's wits. Lard, this is another thing and you look 
<|uite like another thing, ma'am, and that dress quite 
becomes you. I suppose, ma'am, you will never 
wear your negligee again. It is not fit for you, in- 
deed, ma'am. It might pass very well with some 
folks, ma'am, but the like of you 

Mrs. Love. Pr'ythee truce with your tongue, and 
see who is coming up stairs. 

Enter Mrs. Bbllmour, l. 

Mrs. Bellmour, I revive at the sight of you. Mus- 
lin, do you step down stairs, and do as I have or* 
dered you. 

Mus. What the deuce can she be at now? 

[Exit, L. 

Mrs. Bell, (l.) You see I am punctual to my time. 
Well, I admire your dress of a. I things. It's mighty 
pretty. 

Mrs. Love. I am glad you like it. But, under all 
this appearance of gaiety, I have at the bottom but 
an aching heart. 

Mrs. Bell. Be ruled by me, have courage, courage, 
and I'll answer for the event. Why, really, now you 
look just as you should do. Why should you neglect 
so fine a figure? 

Mrs, liOve. You are so civil, Mrs. Bellmour ! 

Mrs. Bell. And so true too. What was beautiful 
before, is now heightened by the additional orna- 
ments of dress ; and if you will but animate and in- 
spire the whole by. those graces of the mind, which 
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I am sure yon possess, tlie impression cannot fail of 
being effectual upon all beholders, and eyen upon the 
depraved mind of Mr. Lovemore. You have not 
Been him since, have you ? 

Mrs, Love, No-^not a glimpse of him. 

Mrs, Bell. If he does but come home time enough, 
depend upon it my plot will take. Well, and have 
you got together a good deal of company ? 

Mrs, Love, Pretty well. 

Mrs, BtlL That's right : show him that you will 
consult your own pleasure. Is Sir Brilliant of the 
party ? 

Mrs, Love, Apropos, as soon as I came home I re- 
ceived a letter from him ; he there urges his addresses 
with great warmth, begs to see me again, and has 
something particular to tell me — you shall see it. — 

lud, I have it not about me ! — I left it in my 
dressing-room, I believe ; you shall see it by and by : 

1 took your advice, and sent him word he might 
come. That lure brought him hither immediately : 
he makes no doubt of his success with me. 

~ Mrs, Bell, Well I two such friends as Sir Brilliant 
and Mr. Lovemore, 1 believe, never existed 1 

Mrs. Love* Their falsehood to each other is unpa- 
ralleled. I left Sir Brilliant at the whist table : as 
soon as the rubber is out, he'll certainly quit his 
company in pursuit of me. Apropos — ^my Lady Con- 
stant is here. 

Mrs, Bell, Is she ? 

Mrs, Lore, She is, and has been making the strangest 
discovery : Mr. Lovemore has had a design there too 1 

Mrs, BeU, Lud a mercy I ' what would have become of 
the poor man, if he had succeeded with us all X 

Mrs. Love, [A rap at the door,^ As t live and 
breathe, I believe this is Mr. Lovemore. 

Mrs. Bell. If it is, every thing goes on swimmingly 
within. 

Mrs. Love, I hear his voice ; it is he ! How my heart 
beats ! 

Mrs, BelL Courage, and the day's your own. Where 
must I run ? 

• Mrs, Love, In there, ma'am. Make haste ; I hear his 
step on the stair-head. 

Mrs. BeU, Success attend you. I am gone. 

[Eoeit, B. D. 
G 3 
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MvM. Love, [Near r» d.] I am- frightened out of my 
tenses. What the event may be I fear to think ; but i 
must go through with it. 

Enter Love more, l.. 

Mr. Lovemore, you are welcome home. 

Love, Mrs. Lovemore, your servant. 

[ Without looking at her, taking a chair and iiU 
L. c. with his back towards her, 

Mrs, Love, It is somewhat rare to see you at home so 
early. 

Love. I said I would come home, did not I ? I always 
like to be as good as my word. What could she mean by 
this usage ? to make an appointment and break it thus 
abruptly ! [Aside, 

Mrs. Love* He seems to muse upon it. lAside, 

Love. She does not mean to do so infamous a thing as 
to jilt me? [ilsufe.] O, lord! I am wonderfully tired. 

lYawns, and fails back in his chair^ 

Mrs, Love. [Stands at his back.'] You an*t indisposed, 
I hope, my dear ? 

Love. No, my dear ; I thank you, I am very well ?-~ 
a little fatigued only, with jolting over the stones all the - 
way from the city. I drank coffee with the old banker. 
I have been there ever since I saw you. Confoundedly 
tirfed. Where*s William? 

Mrs, Love. Do you want any thing ? 

Love. Only my slippers. I am not in spirits, I thinks 

^^ [Yawns, 

Mrs. Love. You never are in spirits at home, Mr. 
Lovemore. 

Love. I beg your pardon : I never am any where more 
cheerful. [Stretching his arms.'] I wish I may die if I 
an't very happy at home— very, [ Yawns.] very iMippy ! 

Mrs. Love. I can hear otherwise. I am informed, that 
Mr. Lovemore is the inspirer of mirth and good humour 
wherever he goes. 

Love. O I you overrate me ; upon my soul you do. 

Mrs. Love. I can hear, sir, that no person's company 
is so acceptable to the ladies ; that His your wit that in- 
spirits every thing : that you have your compliment for 
one, your smile for another, a whisper for a third, and 
so on, sir : you divide your favours, and are every where, 
but at home, all whim, vivacity, and spirit. 

Love, No ! no ! [Laughing] how can you talk so ?— 
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I swear I can*! help lajufhing at the fancy. All whim, 
Tlyacity, and spirit ! How can you banter so 1 I diyida 
my favours too ! O, heavens ! I can*t stand tliis raillery : 
such a description of me I I that am rather saturnine, of 
a serious cast, and inclined to be pensive ! I can*t help 
laughing at the oddity of the conceit. O lord ! O lord I 

Mrs, Lave. Just as you please, sir. I see diat I am 
ever to be treated with indifference. 

[ Walks across the stage, l. 

Love, {^Rises and walks the contrary trajf.] I can't 
put this Widow Bellmour out of my head« \^Aside. 

Mrs, Love, If I had done any thing to provoke this 
usage, this cold insolent contempt — [^Walking, 

Ijove, I wish I had done with that business entirely ; 

but my desires are kindled, and must be satisfied. [Aside, 

[They walk for some time silently by each other. 

Mrs, Love, Whatpart of my conduct gives you offence, 
Mr. LOvemore? 

Love, Still harping upon that ungrateful string 7 — ^but 
pr'ythee don't set me a laughing again. — ^Offence ; — 
nothing gives me offence, child ! — you know I am very 
fond— [Yairiw and n>alks,'\ I like you of all things, and 
think yon a most admirable wife ;— prudent, managing-— 
careless of your own person, and very attentive of mine : 
not much addicted to pleasure — grave, retired, and do^ 
mestic ; govern your house, pay the tradesmen's bills, 
[ Yawns} scold the servants, and love your husband :>- 
upon my soul, a very good wife I— as good a sort of a 
wife [ ran Nc] as a body might wish to have. Where's 
William? I must go to bed. 

Mrs, Love, To bed so early ! Had not you better join 
the company ? 

Love, I shan't go out to-night. 

Mrs. Love, But I mean the company in the drawing- 
room. 

Love. What company ? [Stares at her amazed, 

Mrs, Love, That I invited to a rout. 

Love, A rout in my house ! — and you dressed out too ! 
What is all this 7 

Mrs, Love, You have no objection, I hope. 

Love, Objection ! — No, 1 like company, you know, of 
all things ; I'll go and join them : who are they all ? 

itfrs. Love. You know them all : uid there's your 
friend, Sir Brilliant, there. 
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- Love, Is he there? I am glad of it. Bat, pray, now, 
how comes this about ? 

Mrg. Love. I intend to do it often. 

Love. Do you ? 

Mrg. Love. Ay, and not look tamely on, while yon 
revel luxuriously in a course of pleasure. I shall pursue 
my own plan of dirersion. 

Love. Do so, do so, ma* am ! the change in your tem- 
per will be very pleasing. 

Mrs, Love. I snail, indeed, sir. I*m in earnest. 

Love, By all means follow your own inclinations. 

Mrs. Love. And so I shall, sir, I assure you. \_Sing8. 

Love. (r. c.) What the devil is the matter with her? 
And what in the name of wonder does all this mean ? 

Mrs. Love, (c.) Mean, sir ! — Tt means — it means — it 
means — it means— how can you ask me what it means ?-^ 
Well, to be sure, the sobriety of that question I Do you 
think a woman of spirit can have leisure to tell he( mean- 
ing, when she is all air, alertness, pleasure, and enjoy- 
ment. 

Love. She is mad ! Stark mad I ' 

jifrs. Love. You're mistaken, sir ; not mad, but in 
spirits, that^s all. No oflferice, I hope — Am I too flighty 
for you? Perhaps I am : you are of a saturnine dispo- 
sition, inclined to think a little or so. Well, don*t let 
me interrupt you, don*t let me be of any inconvenience. 
That would be the unpolitest thing; for a married couple 
to interfere and encroach on each other^s pleasures ! O 
hideous ! it would be gothic to the la4t degree. Ha ! 
ha ! ha ! 

Love. [^Forcing a laugh.] Ha! ha!— Ma* am, you— 
ha I ha ! you are perfectly right. 

Mrs, Love. Nay, but I don't like that laugh now ; I 
positively don't like it. Can't you laugh out as you were 
used to do ? For my part, I am determined- to do nothing 
else all the rest of my life. 

Love, (c .) This is the most astonishing thing ! Ma'am , 
I don't rightly comprehend 

Mrs, Love, (r.) Oh lud ! Oh lud !— with that im- 
portant face ! Well, but come, now ; what don't you 
comprehend ? 

Love. There is something in this treatment that I don't 
so well — 

^Mrs, Love. -Oh, are you there, sir! How quickly 
they, who have no sensibility for the peace andhappi- 
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neds of Others, can feel for themselves, Mr. Lovemore ! 
— biit that's a grave reflection, and I hate reflection. 
' L&ve. What has she got into her head ? Tiiis sudden 
change, Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you, is a little 
alarming, and 

Mrg, Love. Nay, don't be frightened ; there - is no 
harm in innocent mirth, I hope ? Never look so grave 
upon iU I assure you, sir, that though, on your part, 
you seem determined to offer constant indignities to your 
wife, and though the laws of retaliation would, in some 
sort, exculpate her, if, when provoked to the utmost, 
exasperated beyond all enduring, she should, in her 
turn, make him know what it is to receive an injury in 
the tenderest point — 

Love, Madam I ^ {^Angrily: 

' Jlfr*. Love. Well, well, don't be frightened. I say 
I sha'n't retaliate : my own honour will secure you there, 
you may depend upon it. You won't come and play a 
game at cards ? Well, do as you like ; well, you won't 
come ? No, no, I see you won't — What say you to a 
bit of supper with us ? Nor that neither ? You had 
better come to supper. Follow your inclinations : it is 
not material where a body eats,: — the company expects 
me : Your servant, Mr. Lovemore, yours, yours. 

[Exit^ R.^—Singing. 

Love. [Seated."] This is a frolic I never saw her in 
before ! Laugh all the rest of my life ! — laws of reta- 
liation! — an injury in the tenderest point! — the com- 
pany expects me.' — Your servant, my dear! — ^yours, 
yours! iMimicking her.] What the devil is all this? 
\ Starting up, irunning, r.] Some of her female friends 
have been tampering with her. Zounds, I must begin 
to look a little sharp after the lady. I'll go this moment 
into the card-room, and watch whom she whispers with, 
whom she ogles with, and every circumstance that can 
lead to — {^Returning. 

Enter Muslin, l. in a hurry. 

Mu8. Madam, madam, — here's your letter; I would 

not for all the world that my master 

[Running against Lovemore. 

Love. What, is she mad too ? What's the matter, 
woman? * 
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Mu8, Nothing, sir,— nothing : I wanted a word with 
my lady, that's all, sir. 

Love. You would not for the world that your laaster 
— ^What was you going to say ?—what paper's that ? 

Mu8. Paper, sir! 

Love. Paper, sir !«*Let me see it. 

Mus. Lard, sir I how can you ask a body for si^ch a 
thing ? Its a letter to me, sir, a letter from the coun- 
try — a letter from my sister, sir. She bids me to buy 
her a ekiver dejize cap, and a sixteenth in the lottery ; 
and tells me of a number she dreamt of, that's all, air : 
I'll put it up. 

Love. Let me look at it. Give it me this monient. 

[Readf'i '' To Mrs. Loyemore ! Brilliant Fashion.^ 

This is a letter from the country, is it ? 

Mus. That, sir— that is— no sir,— no ;— that's not 
sister's letter. If you will give me that back, sir, I'll 
show you the right one. 

Love. Where did you get this? 

Mus. Sir ! 

Love. Where did you get it ? Tell me truth— 
. Mus. Dear heart, you fright a body so — in the piar* 
lour, sir— I found it there. 

Love. Very well ! — ^leave the room. 

Mu9. The deTil fetch it, I was never so out in my 
politics in all my days. ^ExU, 

Love. A pretty epistle truly this seems to bo— Let 
me read it. 

{Reads.'l '* Permit me, dear madam, to throw myself 
on my knees, for on my knees I must address you, and 
in that humble posture, to implore your compassion*'*— 
Compassion with a vengeance on him — ** Think you see 
me now with tender, melting, supplicating eyes, lan- 
guishing at your feet." — Very well, sir. — *' Can you 
find it in your heart to persist in cruelty ? Grant me but 
access to you once more, and in addition to what I al- 
ready said this morning I will urge such motives"— 
Urge motives, will ye ?— ** as will suggest to you, 
that you should no longer hesitate in gratitude to reward 
him, who, still on his knees, here makes a vow to you 
of eternal constancy and love. 

'* Brilliant Tashiom." 

So ! so ! so i your very humble servant, Sir Brilliant 
Fashion ! This is your friendship for me, is itl You 
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are mighty kind, indeed, sir ^ bat I thank vou as much 
as if you had really done me the favour : and Mrs. Love- 
more, I*m your humble servant too. She intends to 
laugh all the rest of her life ! This letter will change 
her note. Yonder she comes along the gallery, and Sir 
Brilliant in full chase of her. They come this way. 
Could I but detect them both now ! 1*11 step aside ; 
and who knows but the devil may tempt th6m to their 
undoing. At least 111 try. A polite husband I am: 
there's the coast clear for you, madam. • [Exit^ x.« u. e. 

Enter Mrs. Lovehore and Sir Brilliant, r. 

Mrs. Love, I tell you, Sir Brilliant, yottr civility is 
odious ; your compliments fulsome, and your solicita- 
tions impertinent, sir. I must make use of harsh lan- 
guage, sir : you provoke it, and I can^ refhiin. 

Sir BriL (a.) Not retiring to solitude and discontent 
again, I hope, madam! Have a care, my dear Mrs. 
Lovemore, of a relapse. 

Mrs, Love, (i.. c.) No danger of that, sir : don't be 
so solicitous about me. Why would you leave the com- 
pany ! Let me entreat you to return, sir. 
' Sir BriL By hearen, there is more rapture in being 
one moment vis-U'Vis with you than in the company of a 
whole drawing-room of beauties. Round you are melt- 
ing pleasures, tender transports, youthful loves, and 
blooming graces, all unfelt, neglected, and despised, 
by a tasteless, cold, languid, unimpassioned husband, 
^hile they might be all so much better employed to the 
purposes of ecstacy and bliss. 

Mrs, Love, (c.) I desire, Sir Brilliant, you will de* 
Alst from this unequalled insolence. I am not to be 
treated in this manner ; and I assure you, sir, that were 
I not afraid of the ill consequences that might follow, I 
should not hesitate a moment to acquaint Mr. Lovemore 
with your whole behaviour. 

Sir BrU, She won't tell her husband then !— A charm* 
ing creature, and blessings on her f6r so convenient a 
hiUt. She yields, by all that's wicked; what shall I 
say to overwhelm her senses in a flood of nonsense ? 

[Aside. 
Go, my heart's envoys, tender sighs, make haste, — 
Still drink delicious poison from thy eye,— 
Raptures and paradise- 
Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be press *d. 

[Forcing her all this tiiM» 
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Enter Mr. Lovemore. 

Love, Zoons, this ig too much. 

Sir Brii. (r. c.) [Kneels dawn to buckle his Shoe.] 
This confounded buckle is always plag^uing me. My 
dear boy, LoYemore 1 I rejoice to see thee. 

[They stand looking at each other. 

Love. And have you the confidence to look me in the 
face? 

Sir Brit, (n) I ^«is telling your lady, here,, of the 
most whimsical adventure 

Love, (l.) Don*t add the meanness of falsehood to 
the black attempt of inyading. the happiness of your 
iriend. I did imagine, sir, from the long intercourse that 
has subsisted between us, that you might have had deli- 
cacy enough, feeling enough, honour enough, sir, not to 
meditate an Injury like this. 

Sir Bril. Ay, it*s all over, I am detected ! [Aside,"] 
Mr. Lovemore, if begging your pardon for this rashness 
will any ways atone 

Love. No, sir, nothing can atone. The provocation 
you have given me would justify my drawing upon you 
this instant, did not that lady and this roof protect you. 

Sir Bril. But, Mr. Lovemore — . 

Love. But, sir, 

Sir Bril. I only beg — 

Love, Pray, sir,— Sir, I insist ; I won't hear a word. 

Sir Bril. I declare upon my honour 

Love. Honour ! for shame. Sir Brilliant, don*t . men- 
tion the word. 

Sir. Bril. If begging pardon of that lady 

Lave. That lady ! I desire you will never speak to that 
•lady. 

Sir Bril. Nay, but pr'ythee, Lovemore— 
. Love. Pojpo! don't tell me, sir—: 

[Both walk ahoMt in. anger. 

m 

£n^^ Sir Bashful, l. 

Sir Bash, Did not I hear loud words among you ? I 
certainly did. What are you quarrelling about ? 

Lovs. Read that. Sir Bashful. [Gives him Sir Bril- 
jsiAiiT'B letter,] Read that, and judge if I have not* 
cause — [Sir Bashful reads to himself. 

Sir Bril, Hear but what I have to say — 

Love, No, sir, no ; I have done with you for the pre- 
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sent. — ^As for you, madam, I am satisfied with your con- 
duct — ^I was indeed a little alarmed,^ but I have been a 
witness of your behaTlour, and I am above harbouring 
low suspicions. [Mrs. L. seated c. qf back ground. 

Sir Bash, Upon my word, Mr. Lovemore, this is car- 
rying the jest too ftur. 

Love. Sir I It is the basest action a gentleman can be 
guilty of! 

Sir Bash. Why so I think. Sir Brilliant, [Aside"] 

here, take this letter, and read it to him ; his own letter 

to my wife. 

Sir Bril. Let me have it. JTakea the letter. 

Sir Bash. 'Tis, indeed, as you say, the worst thing a 

gentleman can be guilty of. 

Love. *Tis, indeed, an unparalleled breach of friend- 
ship. 

. Sir Bril. Well, I can't see any tUng unparalleled in 
it : I believe it will not be found to be without precedent 
—as for example — {^Reads. 

" Tto «iy Lady Const ANT 

*' Why should I conceal, my dear madam^ that your 
charms have touched my heart V* 
Love. Zoons ! my lettei^- [^Aside, 

Sir Bril. [^Reading.] *' I long have loved you, long 
adored. Could I but flatter myself — 

Sir Bash. The basest thing a man can be guilty of, Mr. 
Lovemore ! 
Love, All a forgery, sir ; all a forgery. 

iSnatehesthe letter. 
Sir Bash. That I deny ; it is the very identiciil letter 

my lady threw away with such indignation. My Lady 

Constant, how have I wronged youl That was the 
cause of yeur taking it so much to heart, Mr. Lovemore, 
was it? 

Love. A mere contrivance to palliate his guilt. Po ! 
po I I won't stay a moment longer amongst ye. I'll go 
into another room to avoid ye all. \_Opens the door."] Hell 

and destruction! ^what fiend is conjured up heref 

Zoons I let me make my escape out of the house. 

[Runs to the opposite door. 
Mrs. Love. [Ruing.] I'll secure this door ; you must 
not go, my dear. 
Love. 'Sdeath, madam, let me pass ! 
Mrs. Love. Nay, you shall stay : I want to introduce 
an acquaintance of mine to youl 

H 
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Love, I desirti, madam — 

Enter Mrs. Bellmour, r. d. 

Mrs, BeU, My lord, my Lord Etheridge ; I am hear-' 
tily glad to see your lordship. [ Taking htdd qf him, 

Mrs, Love, Do, my dear, let me introduce this lady 
to you. [Turning him to her. 

Love, Here's the deTil and all to do ! [^ Aside, 

Mrs. Bell, My lord, this is one of the most fortunate 

encounters • 

Love. I wish I was fifty miles off. [^AHde, 

Mrs, Love, Mrs. Bellmour, give me leave to intro- 
duce Mr. LoYemore to you. [Turning him to her, 

Mrs, Bell, No, my dear ma'^am, let me introduce Lord 
£theridge to you. [Pulling him.'] My lord— ^ 

Sir Bril, In the name of wonder, what is all this? 

Sir BasA. Wounds I is this another of his intrigues 
blown up ? 

. Mrs, Love, My dear ma*am, you are mistaken ; this ii 
my husband. 

Mrs, Bell, Pardon me, ma*am, 'tis my Lord Etheridge. 

Mrs, Love, My dear^ how can you be so ill-bred 
in your own house ? Mrs. Bellmour, this is Mr. Lowe^ 
more. 

Love, Are you going to toss me in a blanket, madam ? 
-M;aU up the rest of your people if you are. 

Mrs, Bell, Pshaw ! pr*ythee now, my lord, leaYe off 
your humours. Mrs. Lovemore, this is my Lord Ethe- 
ridge, a lover of mine, who has made proposals of mar- ' 
riage to me. Gome, come, you shall have a wife : I will || 
take compassion on you. 

Love^ Damnation ! I can't stand it. [Aside, 

Mrs, BeU* Come, cheer up, my Lord : what the deuce, 
your dress is altered I what's become of the star and rib- 
band ? And so the gay, the florid,- the magnifique Lord 
Etheridge dwindles down into plain Mr. Lovemore, the 
married man ! Mr. Lovemore, your most obedient, very 
humble servant, sir. 

Loxfe, I can't bear to feel myself in so ridiculous a cir- 
cumstance. [Aside, 

Sir Bash, He has been passing himself for a lord, has 
he? 

Mrs, BeU, I beg my compliments to your friend Mrs. 
Loveit ; I am much obliged to you both for your very 
honourable designs. [Courtesjfing to him. 
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Lave, I was never so ashamed in all my life 1 , . 

Sir BrU. So, so, so, idl his pains were to hide the 
star from me. This discovery is a perfect cordial to my 
dejected spirits. 

Mrs. Bell. Mrs. Lovemore, I cannot sufficiently ac* 
knowledge the providence that directed yon to pay me a 
visit, and I shall henceforth consider you as my deli- 
verer. 

Love, Zoons! It was she that fainted away in th6 
closet, and be damn'd to her jealousy. {^Aiide, 

Sir BriL My lord, [Advances to Atm.] My lord, my 
Lord Etheridge, as the. man says in the play, *' Your 
Jiordiihip's right welcome back to Denmark.'* 

Love. Now he comes upon me.— O !* I*m in a fine si- 
tuation ! [^Asidep 

Sir Bril. My lord, I hope that ugly pain in your lord- 
ship's side is abated. 

Love. Absurd and ridiculous. [Aside. 

Sir Bril. There is nothing forming there, I hope, my 
lord. 

Love. Damnation ! 1 can't bear all this— -I won't stay 
to be teased by any of you-^I'U go to the company in the 
card-room. [Goes to m. d. tn Ike b^eh scene.} Here is 
iinother fiend I I am beset with them. 

Enter Ladt Constaivt, u. d. 

No way for an escape ? 

[Attempts both stage doors, and is prevented. 

Lady Con. I have lost every rubber I play'd for— 
^uite broke. Do, Mr. Lovemore, lend me another hun- 
dred. 

Love. I would give a hundred you were all in Nova 
Scotia. 

Lady Con. Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you, yoa;S»a 
married to the falsest man ; — ^hehas deceived me strange- 
ly. 

Mrs. Love. I begin to feel for him, and to pity his un- 
easiness. 

Mrs. Bell. Never talk of pity ; let him be probed to 
the quick. 

Sir Bash. The case is pretty plain, I think now. Sir 
Brilliant. 

Sir Bril. Pretty plain, upon my soul — Ha ! ha ! 

Love, I'll turn the tables ^pon Sir Bashful, for all 
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this. iTaStet Sia BAfHVui.'s Mfirr mUt^fhis podtct] 
Where is the mighty harm now, in this Mer ? 

SirBaOL Where is the hurra ?^Ha I ha! ha! 

Love* [Reads.'\ " I camiot, my dearest life, any Ioih 
ger hehotd" 

fitfr Bath. Shame and confiisioB ! I am nndone. 

Love. Hear this. Sir Bashful — " I camiot, my dearest 
life, any longer behold themanilbld vexations, of which, 
through a false prejndice, I am myself the occasion.*' 

{^Follofting Sin Bash, wveral timew aerost tike Stage. 

Sir BoMk, 'Sdeath ! 1*11 hear no more of it. 

[Snatches at the Utters 

Love, No, sir ; I resign it here, where it was di- 
rected. 

liOifjf Con» For heaten's sake, let ns see. It is his 
hand, sore enongh 1 

Love. Yes, madam, and those are his sentimeilts. 

Sir Ba$h. I can't loolc any body in the face. 

AU. Ha! ha! 

Sir Bril. So, so, so ! fae has been in Iotb with his 
wife all this time, has he ? Sir Bashful, will yon go 
and see the new comedy with met LoYeraore, pray 
now don't you think it a base thing to invade the happi- 
ness of a friend? or to do him a clandestine wrong? or 
to ii^ure him with the woman he loves ? 

Love, To cat the matter short with you, sir, we are 
both Tillains. 

Sir Bra. Villauis ! 

Love. Ay, both I we are pretty fellows indeed ! 

JIfrs. BelL I am glad to find you are awakened to A 
sense of your error. 

Love. I am, madam, and am frank enough to own 
it. I am above attempting to disguise my feelings, 
when I am conscious they are on the side of truth 
and honour. With sincere remorse I ask your par- 
don — I should ask pardon of my Lady Constant too, 
but the truth is, Sir Bashful threw the ^hole affair 
in my way ; and, when a husband will be ashamed oT 
loving a valuable woman, he must not be surprised, 
if other people take her case into consideration, and 
love her for liim. 

Sir Bril. Why, faith, that does in some sort apo- 
logize for 'him. 
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SirBaak. Sir Bashful I Sir Bashful ! thou art 
ruined ! [A§id€* 

Mrs. BeiL Well, sir, upon certiUn terns, I don*t 
know but I may sign and seal your pardon. 

Love, Terms I-— what terms t 

Mrs. Bell. That you make due expiation of your 
{^uilt to that lady. [Pointing to Mrs Loyemore. 

Love. That lady, ma'am !~-That lady has no rea- 
son to complain. 

Mrs. Love. No reason to complain, Mr. Loyemore? 

Love. No, madam, none ; for .whatever may have 
been my imprudencies, they have had their source in 
your conduct. 

Mrs. Lgfve. In my .conduct, sir I 

Love. In your conduct : — I here declare before this 
company, and I am above palliating the matter ! I 
here declare, that no man in England could be better 
inclined to domestic happiness, if you, madam, on 
your part, had been willing to make home agreeable. 

Mrs. Love. There, I confess, he touches me. [Aside. 

Love. You could take pains enough before mar- 
.riage ; you could put forth all your charms ; practise 
all your arts ; for ever changing ; running an eternal 
round of variety, to win my affections ; but when you 
had won them, you did not think them worth your 
keeping ; never dressed, pensive, silent, melancholy ; 
and the only entertainment in my house was the dear 
pleasure of a dull conjugal tHe-dMte ; and all this 
insipidity, because you think the sole merit of a wife 
consists in her virtue : a fine way of amusing a hus- 
band, truly ! 

Sir Bril. Upon my soul, and so it is — [Ltmghing.'l 

Mrs. Love. Sir, I must own there is too much truth 
in what you say. This lady has opened my eyes, and 
convinced me there was a mistake in my former con- 
duct. 

Love. Gome, come, you need say no more. I for- 
give you: I forgive. 

Mrs. Love. Forgive I I like that air of confidence, 
when you know, that, on my side, it is, at worst, an 
.error in judgment ; whereas, on yours 

Mrs. Bell. Po I po 1 never stand disputing : you 
know each other's faults and virtues : you have no- 
thing to do but to mend the former, and e^joy the 
latter. . There, there, kiss and be friends. Thcre» 
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Mrs. Lovemore, take your reclaimed liberdne to your 
•arms. 

Love, *Ti8 in your power, madam, to make a re- 
claimed libertine of me indeed. 

Mrs, Love. From this moment it shall be our ma- 
tual study to please each other. 

Lave. A match with all my heiurt. I shall here- 
*iifter be ashamed only of my follies, but neT«r shall 
be ashamed of owning that I sincerely loye you. 

Sir Boih. Shan't you be ashamed 1 

Love, Nerer, sir. 

Sir Bask. And will yon keep me in countenance ? 

Love, I will. 

Sir Bash. Oiye me your hand. I now forgive you 
all, from the bottom of my heart. M^ Lady Con- 
stant, I own the letter, I own the sentiments of it ; 
{^Embraces her'] and from this moment I take you to 
my heart. — Loremore, zookers! you have made a 
man of me ! 

Sir Bril. And now, Mr. Lovemore, may I pre- 
sume to hope for pardon at that lady's hands ? 

[Points to Mrs. Loyehorb. 

Love. My dear confederate in vice, your pardon is 
granted. Two sad dogs we have been. But come, 
give us your hand : we have used each other damna- 
bly — for the future, we will endeavour to make each 
other amends. 

Sir Bril, And so we will. 

Love, And now I heartily congratulate the whole 
company that this business has had so happy a ten- 
dency to convince each of us of our folly. 

Mrs, Bell. Pray, sir, don't draw me into a share of 
your folly. 

Love, Come, come, my dear ma'am, you are not 
without your share of it. This will teach you for 
the future to be content with one lover at a time, 
without listening to a fellow you know nothing of, 
because he assumes a title, and reports well of him- 
self. 

Mrs, Bell, The reproof is just, I grant it. 

Love, Come, let us join the company cheerfully, 
keep our own secrets, and not make ourselves the 
town talk. 

Sir Bash, Ay, ay, let us keep the secret. 

Love, .What, returning to your fears again ? 
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Sir Ba*h. I have done. 

Lave, Though, faith, if this business were known 
in the world,, it might prove a very useftil lesson : the 
men would see how their passions may carry them 
into the danger of wounding the bosOm of a friend : 
the ladies would learn, that, after the marriage rites, 
they should not suffer their powers of pleasing to 
languish away, but should still remember to sacrifice 
to the Graces. 

To win a man, when all your pains succeed, . 
The WAT TO keep him, is a task indeed. 

lExeufU. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS 



This is an anrasing trifle, originally produced by 
Isaac Bickerstaff, but greatly improved by Mr. 
Dibdin. It was first produced in 1768, and.was so 
favourably received by the public that it was acted 
fifty-three nights in the first season.. 

There is nothing in the plot to distinguish The 
Padlock from many other pieces^ It has a beautiful 
young ward, and an amorous old guardian, who in- 
dulges his doating fandes, and is betrayed into a most 
ridiculous affectation of gallantry. In order to make 
his fair treasure the more secure, he locks her in hb 
house mth a ponderous padlock. Hence the title of 
the piece. But what can sestrain the daisling lustre 
of a lady's eyes, or cuirb the inclinations of a fine 
girl of eighteen ? The young and beautiful Leonora 
is piously permitted to go to mass,, and out of this re- 
ligious freedom arose Don Diego^e disappointment 
and the lady's deliverance. Leandery a young stu- 
dent of Salamanca, gets a sight of her, and resolves 
not only to deliver her from her old doating lover, 
but to secure to himself the lovely object of his en- 
terprise. Hence follow the usual stratagems of 
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begging aliii8> serenading, &c. Finally, all parties^ 
except Don JHego^ are made happy ; but he, as is 
usual in such cases, puts the best possible face upon 
the matter, by joining their hands and wishing them 
happy. There is some truth, and a great deal of hu- 
mouTi in the charactitaibl^Jliiii^o and Ursula. 
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•ned irHh crhttsoB and gold, searlet Btockmgs, roond 
' Uaick lowliat,. fenrnedup in front, while laoe frilL 

■ LSJLliD|JS&«rr{}ifii«irsky gown, ^S«Baiid Dses%- 
Uniform of an old Spanish Soldier, patch over his eye, 
and wooden leg. Third Dress—Rich Spanish dress. 

MUNOO.— White and pink striped trowscrs «id 
jacket, black stockings, white round straw hat, blue 
sash. 

LEONORA.— White satin dress, trunmed with white 
satin points, hair in ringlets. 

URSULA.— Parple Spanish dress, trimmed with 
scarlet, white cap, white hair, turned up in front, black 
lace Tell. 



CAST OF THE CHARACTERS 

In the Comic Opera of the Padlock^ at performed 
at the Theatre-Royaly Haymarket, (1823). 

Doll Diego* • Mr. Tayleure. 
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THE PADLOCK. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— TAe Garden a^joiuiug Dan Diego^M 

Hou9e. 

Enter Don Dikoo, fmuin§^ l. s. b. « 

AIRip^DiEGO. 

Thoughts to council — let me see- 
Hum — ^to be, or not to be 
A husband, is the question. 
A cuekhold 1 must that follow I 
Say what men will, 
WedioclL^s a pill. 
Bitter to swallow. 
And hard of digestion. 

But fear makes the danger seem double. 
Say, Hymen, what mischief can trouble 
My peace, should I venture to try you 1 
My doors shall be lockM, 
My windows be block'd. 
No male in my house, 
Not so much as a mouse, 
Then horns, boms, 1 defy you. 

DiegQm Ursula! 

Enter Ursula, r. 

Vrt, (r.) Here, an*t please your worship. 

Diego, (l.o.) Where is Leonora? 

Urt» In her chamber, sir. 

Diego. There is the key of it ; there the key of. 
the best hall ; there the key of the door upon the 
first flight of stairs ; there the key of the door upon 
the second ; this double-locks the hatch below ; and- 
tbis the door that opens into the entry. 
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Ur». I am acquainted with every ward of them. 
Diego. You know, Ursula, when I took Leonora 
from her father and mother, she was to live in the 
house with me three months; at th« expiration of 
which time, I entered into a hond of four thousand 
pistoles, either to return her to them spotless, with 
half that sum for a dowry, or make her my true and 
lawful wife. 

Ur9. And, I warrant you, they came secretly to 
inquire of me whether they might venture to trust 
your worship. Lord ! said I, I have lived with the 
gentleman nine years and three quarters, come Lani- 
mas, and never saw any thing uncivil hy him in my 
life ; nor no more I ever did : and to let your wor- 
ship know if I had, you would have mistaken your 
person; for I bless heaven, though I*m poor, I*m 
honest, and would not live with any man alive that 
should want to handle me unlawfully. 

Diego. Ursula, I do believe it : and you are parti- 
cularly happy, that both your age and your person 
exempt you from any such temptation. But, be this 
as it will, Leonora's parents, after some little diffi- 
culty, consented to comply with my proposal ; and, 
being fully satisfied with their daughter's temper and 
conduct, which I wanted to be acquainted with, this 
day being the expiration of the term, I am resolved 
to fulfil my bond, by marrying her to-morrow. 

IJrs. Heaven bless you together. 

Diego. During the time she has lived with me, she 
has never been a moment oat of my sight ; and now, 
tell me, Ursula, what you have observed in her ? 

Vrs. All meekness and gentleness, your worship ; 
and yet, I warrant you, shrewd and sensible ; egad, 
when she pleases, she can be as sharp as a needle. 

Diego. You have not been able to discover any 
particular attachments ? 

Un, Why, sir, of late I have observed — 

Diego. £h! how ! what ! 

Urs. That she has taken greatly to the young kitten. 

Diego. O ! is that all? 
. I7r«. Ay, by my faith, I donU think she is fond of 
any thing else. 

Diego. Of me, Ursula? 

Urs. Ay, ay, of the kitten, aad your worship, and 
her birds, and going to mass. 1 have taken notice of 
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late, that she is mighty fond of going to mass, as your 
worship lets her, early of a morning. 

Diego. Well ! I am now going to her parents, to let 
them know my resolution ; 1 will not take her with me, 
because, having been used to confinement, and it being 
the life I am determined she shall lead, it will be only 
giying her a bad habit. I shall return with the good 
folks to-morrow morning ; in the mean time, Ursula, I 
confide in your attention ; and take care, as you would 
merit my favour. 

Urs. I will, indeed, your worship ; there is not a 
widow gentlewoman in aU Salamanca fitter to look after 
A young maiden — 

Diego, Go, and send Leonora to me. [^Exit Ursula, 
B.] I dreamt last night that I was goiqg to church with 
Leonora to be married, and that we were met on the 
road by a drove of oxen. Oxen — I don*t like oxen ! I 
wish it had been a flock of sheep. [£xt<, l. 

Enter Lbonora, r. with a Bird on herfinger^ which 
she holds in the other hand by a blue ribands 

AIR. — Leonora. 

Say, little, foolish, fluttering thing. 
Whither, ah ! whither would you wing 

Your airy flight? 
Stay here, and sing. 

Your mistress to delight. 
No, no, no. 

Sweet Robin, you shall not go : 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
Half so happy as with me? 

Re-enter Diego, l. 

Diego, (l.) Leonora. 

Leon, (r. c.) Here I am. 

Diego. Look me in the face, and listen to me atten- 
tively. 

Leon, There. 

Diego, ^\ am going this evening to your father and 
mother, and I suppose you are not ignorant of the cause 
of my journey. Are you willing to be my wife ? 

Leon. I am willing to do whatever you and my father 
and mother please. 

Diego, But that's not the thing ; do you like me? 
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Dfe^o. What do fim sigh fdr ? 

Xtfoft. I don't know« 

Diego. When yov ctme hitlMr, yon iveretAk^ft fMBi 4 
siean little beUM, ill sltanted, and worse fufnisbed ; yon 
had no sermnts, and were obliged, with your mother, to 
do the Work yotirself. 

Leim> Yes, bat when we hiui done, I eovdd lool: oxit 
«t the whsdew, or go a walking in the fields. 

Diego. Perhaps you dislike confinement? 

XfKMh* No, I a<m*t, I am Mr^. 

Die^. I say, then^ I took yon from ^t iaml6k tUMiA' 
tion and hard labour, to a noble buildtng, and this ftntt 
gl^deA ; where, so far firom being a slate, you Are abso- 
lute mistress ; uid instead of wearing k mean stuff goWtf , 
look «t yourself, I beseeeh y6u; the dress you haytf <m 
is fitfora|Hncess% 

Leon. It^Very fine^ indeed; 

Deigo. Well, Leonora, you know in what manner ye« 
liaxe been treated since you have been my companion ; 
ask yourself again now, whether you can be content to 
lead a life with me acoerding. to ttie specimen you baYc 
had? 

Leon, Specimen! 

DUgo* Ay, according to the manner t huve treated 
you— according — 

Leon. 1*11 do whatever you please. 

Diego. Then, my dear, give me a kiss. - 

Leon. Good b'ye to you. 

Diego, Here, Ursula. 

SONG.-^Dkbgo. 

By some I atn told 

That I*m wrinkled and old, 

But I will not believe what they say : 
I feel my blood mounting. 
Like streams in a fountam. 

That merrily sparkle and play. 

For love I have wiH 
And ability «till; 

Odsbobs, I can scareely refrain ! 
My diamond, my pearU— 
Well, be a good girl. 

Until I come onlo yoa Again. lS:H$r h» 
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Jatm^ (l. b.) Heiifhv f<>*>>i t^ink Ibui 8lck« Be's rery 
gooA to Hfs^ to be Buire, tad W» my duty to lovo hitti, 
because we wiBgkt not to be vngrotefal ; but I wish t 
Wn not to nnvry him tot all tbat, though IV afraid to 
tell him so. Fine feathers, they say, mak6 fine birds ;- 
but I am Blue they don't maJie httppy ones ; a sparrow is 
happier & the fields thaa a goldfinch in a cage. Therer 
is something nmkes me mighty mieasy. While he wasr 
tallLlahg to me, I thought I never saw any thing look so' 
«gly in my life^ O dear now, why did I forget to ask 
leaye to go to. mass to>-morrow? V snppose, because he's 
abroad, Ursida wont tidse me-^I wish t had asked leave 
to go to noM^ 

SONG^.— LnoNOBA* 

Was I a shepherd's maid to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of sheep. 
Well pleas d I'd watch the lire long day. 
My ewes at fsed, my lambs at play. 

Or, wou'd some bird, that pity brings. 

But for a moment lend its wings, 

My parents then might rave and scold. 

My guardian strive my will to hold : 

Their words are harsh, his walls are high, 

But spite of all away I'd fly, lExiiy l. 

SCENE Ih-^A Street in Salamunca. 

Bnter l^KM»B^n, andtno ScnoiiRs, r. in their I/ai- 
terHty gfna^ over dregtet qferinuon and gold. 

Leand, (c.) His name is Don Diego ; there's bis house, 
like another monastery, or rather prison ; his servants 
are an ancient duenna, and a negro slave— 

tSehol, And after having lived fifty years a bachelor, 
this old fellow has picked up a young thing of sixteen, 
whom he by chance saw in a balcony I 

2 Schol. (r. c.) And you are in love with the girl? 

Leand, To desperation ; and I believe I am not in- 
diflferent to her; for finding that her jealoas guardian 
took her to the chapel of a neighbouring convent ^very 
morning before it was light, I went there in the habit of 
a pilgrim, planting myself as near as I could ; I then 
varied my appearance, continuing to do so from time to 
time, till I was convinced she had sttificiently remarked 
abd understood my meaning. 
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ISdM. (i^c.) Well, Lcu&r,mfliytiMtfkir yon, 
not a More ndntxiow lad in llie miTenity of 
Silamnea, what a wcndi is to be foriied. 
2 iSdbol. But pritiiee, tdl u now, liow d^ ywi get 



Leamd. First, from rqiort,wlii<di raised ay cuiioaty 
and afterwards from the negro I jost now mentioiied ; I 
obserred that when the faaiily was gone to bed, he often 
cane to air himself at jonder grate ; yon know I am no 
had chanter, nor a Tery Benrry minstrd ; so taking a 
guitar, dapping a black pateh on my eye, and a swathe 
vpon one of my legs, I soon scraped arqaaintance witb 
my friend Mungo. He adores my songs and sarabands, 
and taking me for a poor cripple, often repays me with a 
share of his allowance ; which I accept to avoid sos- 
picion. 

1 Sehol. And so— 

Leand. And so, sir, he hath told me all the secrets of 
his family : and one worth knowing : for he informed me 
last night, that his master will this evening take a short 
jonmey into the comitry, from whence he proposes not to 
return till to-morrow, leaving his young wife, that is to 
be, behind him. 

2 Schol. Zomids ! let's scale the wall. 

Leand. Fair and softly ; I will this instant go and put 
on my disguise, watch for the don*8 going out, attack my 
negro afresh, and try if, by his means, I cannot come into 
the house, or at least, get a sight of my charming angel. 

1 Sehol. Angel ! is she then so handsome? 

Leand, It is time for us to withdraw : come to my 
chambers, and there you shall know all you can desire. 

^Exeunt two Scholars, l. 

SONG. — Leander. 

Hither, Venus, with your doves, 
Hither, all ye little loves ; 
Round me light your wings display, 
And bear a lover on his way. 

Oh, could I but, like Jove of old. 

Transform myself to show'ry gold ; 

Or in a swan my passion shroud, 

Or wrap it in an orient cloud ; 

What locks, what bars should then impede. 

Or keep me from my charming maid ! 

IEjcU, u 
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SCENE III.— Exterior of Don Dieg6*s House, nnth 
Gothic windows barred up, and an iron grate 6e- 
fore the entrance. 

Enter Don Diego from m. d. 

Dieg, (r.) With the precautions I have taken, I think 
I run no risk in quitting^ my house for a short time ; 
Leonora has neyer shewn the least inclination to deceiye 
me ; besides, my old woman is prudent and faithful, she 
has all the keys, and will not part with them from her- 
self: but suppose — suppose — ^by the rood and St. Francis, 
1 'will not leave it in her power to do mischief; a woman's 
not having it in her power to deceive you is the best se- 
curity for her fidelity, and the only one a wise man will 
confide in ; fast bind, safe find, is an excellent proverb. 
I'll e^en lock her up with the rest ; there is a hasp to the 
door, and I have a padlock within which shall be my 
guarantee ; I will wait till the negro returns with the 
provisions he is gone to purchase ; and clapping them all 
up together, make my mind easy by having the key they 
iare under^ in my pocket. [^Retires l. 

Enter Mungo, r. (singing) with a hamper on his 

shoulders, 

Mungo. (Sits on the hamper.) Go, get you down, 
you damn hamper, you carry me now. Curse, my ol^ 
massa, sending me always here and dere for one some- 
ting to make me tire like a mule— curse him imperance— 
and him damn.insurance. 

Don Diego, sqfUg coming forward, l. 

Diego. How now? 
. Mungo. (Rising.) Ah, massa, bless your heart. 

Diego. What's that you are muttering, sirrah ? 

Mungo. Noting, massa, only me say, you very good 
massa. 

Diego. What do you leave your load down there for? 

Mungo. Massa^ me lily tire» 

Diego. Take it up, rascal. 

Mungo. Yes, bless your heart, massa. 

Diego. No, lay it down : now I think on't, come hither. 
. Mungo. What you say, massa ? 

Diego. Can you be honest ? 

Mungo. Me no savee, massa, you never ax me before. 

Diego. Can you tell truth ? 
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Mungo. What yom givenie, mMsa? 

Diego, There's a pisteen for you ; now teU me, dojfou 
know of any ill going on in my honse ? 

Mungo, K\ massa, a danui deal. 

Diego, How ! that l*m a stranger to ? 

Jdumgo, No, massa, you lick me every day with yoor ' ' 
rattan ; I*m sure, massa, that's mischief enough for poor 
Neger man. 

Diego, So, so. -J 

Mungo, La, massa, how could you have a heart to lick 1 
poor Neger man, as you lick me last Thursday ! 

Diego, If yon have not a mind I should chastise you. 
now, hold your tongue. 

Mungo, Yes, massa, if you no lick me again. 

Diego, Listen to me, I say. 

Mungo, You know, massa, me very good serraot— 

Diego, Then yon will go on ? 

Mungo, And ought to be use kine — 

Diego. If you utter another syllable — 

Mungo, And I'm sure, massa, you can't deny bat I 
worky worky — I dress a Victuals, and run a errands, and 
wash a house, and make a beds, and scrub a shoes, and 
wait a table. 

Diego, \_Beat* him,'} Take that.— «Now will you listen 
to me ! 

Mungo, La, massa, if ever I saw-— 
• Diego* I am going abroad, and shall not return till to^ 
morrow morning. 

Mungo, Verrawell. * 

Diego, During this night I charge yon .not to sleep a 
wink, but be watchful as a lynx, and keep walking up 
and down the entry, that if you hear the least noise you 
may alarm the family. Stay here, perverse animal, and 
take care that nobody approaches the door ; I am going 
in, and shall be out again in a m(unent. 

[^ExU into houge in centre^ i | 

Mungo, So I must be stay in a cold all night, and f. 
have no sleep, and get no tanks neither ; then him call ^ 
me tief, and rogue, and rascal, to tempt me. 

SONG.— Mungo. 

Dear heart, what a terrible life am I led ! 
A dog has a better, that's shelter'd and fed : 
Night and day 'tis de same. 
My pain is dere game : 
Me wish to de Lord me was dead. 
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Whate*er*s to be done, 
Poor black must run ; 
Mungo here, Mango dere, 
Mungo every where ; 
Above and below, 
Sirrah come, sirrah go ; 
Do so, and do so. 
Oh I oh ! 
Me wish to de Lord me was dead. 

[DiBOO having entered the house during the 

song, after Mungo goes in, appears to holt 

the door on the inside. 

Diego, [Unseen by them puts on a large padlock."] — 

That must do till I get a larger. [Exit, R. 

Enter Leander, l. disguised, 

Leand. So~my old Argus is departed, and the even- 
ing is as favourable for my design as I could wish* Now 
to attract my friend Mungo ; if he is within hearing of 
my guitar, I am sure he will quickly make his &ppear- 
mnce» 

MoNOO appears at the grate, l. 

Mungo, Who goes dere? — Hip, hollo! 

Leand. Heaven bless you, my worthy master, will 
your worship's honour have a little music this evening ? 
and I have got a bottle of delicious cordial here, given 
me by a charitable monk of a convent hard by, if your 
grace will please to take it. 

Mungo, Give me a sup tro a grate : come closee man, 
don*t be fear, old massa gone out, as I say last nigbt, and 
he no come back before to-morrow ; come, trlke moosic, 
and giv us song. 

Leand. 1*11 give your worship a song I learned in 
Barbary, when I was a slave among the Moors. , 

Mungo. Ay, do. 

Leand, There was a cruel and malicious Turk, who 
was called Hell Abdalah Mahomet Schah; now this 
wicked Turk had a fair Christian slave named Jezabel, 
who not consenting to his beastly desires, he draws out 
his sabre, and is going to cut off her head ; here's what he 
says to her.— \^Sings and plays,] — Now you shall hear 
the slave's answer. — {^Sings and plays again.] — Now you 
shall hear how the wicked Turk, being greatly enraged, 

O 
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is again going to cut off the fair slave's head. Now yoa 
shall hear— 

Mungo, Why what de devil, he cut off her head two 
times? 

Leand. Now you shall hear-T* 

Mungo. What signify me hear ? me no understand. 

Leand, Oh, you want something you understand? If 
your honour had said that-^ 

Enter Ursula at a window left wing qfthe houge. 

Urs, Mungo ! Mungo ! 

Mungo, Some one call dere-— 

Vrs, Mungo, I say. 
■ Jfun^o. What devil you want ? 

I7r«. What lewd noise, is that ? 

Mungo, Lewd you self, no lewd here; play away, 
never mind her. 

Vrs^ I shall come down if you go on. 

Mun^o, Ay, come along, more merrier ; nothing here 
but poor man, he sing for bit of bread. 

Urs. 1*11 have no poor man near our door ; hark'ye 
fellow, can you play the *' Forsaken Maid*s delight,'* or 
*' Black Bess of Castile ?'* Ah, Mungo, if you had 
heard me sing when I was young. 

Mungo, Gad, Tmsure, I hear your voice often enough 
now you old'. 

Urs. I could quaver like any blackbird. 

Mungo. And now you grunt like an old sow. Come, 
throw a poor soul a penny, he play a tune for you. 

Urs. How did you lose the use of your leg ? 

Leand. In the wars, my good dame : I was taken by a 
Barbary corsair, and carried into Sallee, where I lived 
eleven years and three quarters upon cold water and the 
roots of the earth, without having a coat on my back, or 
laying my head on a pillow : an infidel bought me for a 
slave : he gave me the strappado* on my shoulders, and 
the bastinado on the soles of my feet : now this infidel 
Turk had fifty-three wives, and one hundred and twelve 
concubines. 

Urs, Then he was an unreasonable villain. 

Mungo, How many wives had he ? 

Leand. Fifty-three wives, and one hundred and twelve 
concubines. 
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i]H ' Mui^o. Poor man! what the devil did he do with 
themali? 

Enier Leonora at window^ R. 

Leon, Ursalal 
i Urs. Od's my life, what's here to do ! Go back, go 

dll back ; fine work we shall have indeed ; good man, good 
bye. 

Leon. I could not stay any longer by myself; pray 
jr. let me take a little air at the grate. 

Leand. Do, worthy madam, let the yonng gentle- 
woman stay, 1*11 play her a loTe song for nothing. 

Ure. No, no, none of your love songs here ; if you 
coald play a saraband indeed, and there was room for 
one's motion — 

Leand, 1 am but a poor man, bnt if your ladyship 
fif will let me in as far as the hall or kitchen, you may all 
dance, and I sha'n't ask any thing. 

Urs, Why, if it was not on my master's account, I 
W should think no harm in a little innocent recreation. 

Mungo, Do, and let us dance. 
'^ Leand, Has madam the keys then ? 

'<f Urs, Yes, yes, I have the keys. 

'i Leand. Have you the key of this padlock too, madam ? 

Here's a padlock upon the door, heaven help us, large 
\ enough for a state prison. 

Urs, Eh — ^how — ^what, a padlock ! 
Mungo, Here it is, I feel it ; adod, its a tumper. 
I, Urs. He was afraid to trust me then. 

Mungo. And if de house was a fire, we none of us get 
out to save ourselves. 

Leand. Well, madam, not to disappoint you and the 
young lady, I know the back of your garden wall, and 
I'll undertake to get up at the outside of it, if you can let 
me down on the other. 

Urs. Do you think yon could with your lame leg ? 
Leand. O yes, madam, I am very sure. 
Urs. Then, by my faith, you shall ; for now I am set 
on't — ^A padlock I Mungo, come with me into the garden. 

\^Exitf with Mungo, l. 
Leon, Pray let me go with you. 
Leand, Stay, charming creature: why will you fly 
the youth that aidores you ? 

Leon. Oh, Lord I I'm frighted out of my wits I 
Leand, Have you not taken notice, beauteous Leo- 

C 2 
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som, of the pilgrim who has so oftenmet yoa at church ? 

I am that pilgrim ; and who would change shapes as oftea |f 

as Proteus, to be blessed with a sight of you. t 



k 
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Re'Cnter Munoo and Ursula, l. 

QUARTETTO, 

Leandbr, Leonora, Ursula, and Mungo, 

Leand, O thou whose charms enslave my heart ! 
In pity hear a youth complain ; 

Leon, I must not hear— 4ear youth depart— « 
I'm certain I have no desert 
A gentleman like you to gain. 

I^eand. Then do I seek your love In Tain? 

Leon* It is another's right ; 

Leand, And he. 

Distracting thought ! must happy be. 

While I am doom'd to pain. > 

Urs. Gome round, young man, I*¥e been to try. 

Mung, And so have I. 

All, I'm sure the wall is not too high. 
If you please. 
You'll mount with ease. 

Leand. Can you to aid my bliss deny ? 

Shall it be so? . 

If you say no, i 

I will not go. 

Leon, I must consent, however loath : 
But whenever we desire. 
Make him promise to retire. 

Urs, Nay, marry, he shall take his oath. 

Leand. By your eyes, of heavenly blue ; 
By your lips' ambrosial dew ; 
Your cheeks, where rose and lily blend ! 
Your voice, the music of the spheres — 

Mung, Lord o'mercy, how he swears ! 
He makes my hairs 
All stand, an end ! 

Ur$. Come> that's enough, ascend^ ascend- 
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All. Let*s be happy while we may : 
Now the old one's far away, 
Laugh, and sing, and dance, and play ; 
Harmless pleasure why delay ? 
IThe curtain falls on the last bar of the Chorus ^ leav- 
ing them aU on the stage in their respective situa" 
tions. ] 



END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 



J80E/NE • I. — A Hall in Don Diego* s House ^ with Fold- 
ing-doors in the Back Scene, near l.u.jb. Stair- 
cas€^on.the other, a Door leading to a Cellar, 

Enter Leander, l, followed by Ursula. 

ifrs, (l.) Oh ! shame ; out upon*t, sir, talk to me 
no more ; I, that have been famed throughout all Spain, 
as I niay say, for virtue and discretion ; the very flower 
and quintessence of duennas ; (c.) you have cast a blot 
upon me ; a blot upon my reputation, tiiat wsts as fair 
JUS. a piece of white paper rand now I shall be reviled, 
pointed at ; nay, men will call me filthy names upon 
your account. 

LeoMd, (l. c.) What filthy names will they call you ? 
. Urs. Theytll say I 'am an old procuress. 

Leand, Fie, fie, men know better things — besides, 
Iho' I have got admittance into your house, be assured 
I shall conmiit no outrage here ; and if I have been 
guilty of any indiscretion, let love be my excuse. 

Urs, Well, as I live, he's a pretty young fellow. 

Leand. You, my sweet Ursula, have known what it 
is to be in love; and, I warrant, have had admirers 
often at your feet ; your eyes still retain fire enough to 
tell me that. 

Urs. They tell you no lie ; for, to be sure, when I 
was a young woman, I was greatly sought after ; nay, 

c 3 
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it was reported that a youth died for loTe of me ; one 
Joseph Perez, a tailor by trade ; of the greyhouod 
mrike, lank ; and if my memory fail me not, his right 
shoulder about the breadth of my hand higher than his 
left ; but he was upright as an arrow ; and, by all ac- 
counts, one of the finest workmen at a button-hole !— 

Leand. But where is Leonora ? 

Un. Where is she 1 by my troth, I have shut her up 
in her chamber, under three bolts and a double lock. 

Leand, And will you not bring us together t 

Urt. Who I ? How can you ask me such aquestion ? 
Really, sir, I take it extremely unkind. 

Leand. Well, but you misapprehend — 

Urt, 1 told you just now, that if you mentioned that 
to me ag^in, it would make me sick ;. and so it has, 
turned me upside down as it were. 

Leand. Ursula, take this gold. 

Urs. For what, sir? 

Leand, Only for .the love of me. 

Urs. Nay, if that be all, I won't refuse it, for I love 
yon, I assure you ; yon put me so much in mind of my 
poor dear husband ; he was a handsome man ; I remem- 
oer he had a mole between his eye-brows, about the 
bigness of a hazel-nut ; but, 1 must say, you have the 
advantage in the lower part of the countenance. 
• Leand, The old beldam grows amorous — ' [Aside, 

Urs, Lord love you, youVe a well-looking young 
man. 

Leand. But Leonora — « 

Urs, Ha ! ha ! ha ! but to pretend you were lame. — 
I never saw a finer leg in my life. 

Leand, Leonora — 

Urs. Well, sir, I*m going. [Gotii^ r. 

Leand, I shall never get rid of her. 

Urs. Sir — ' [Stops — Pauses— Returns. 

Leand. How now ? 

Urs. Would you be so kind, sir, as to indulge me 
with the favour of a salute ? 

Leand, Ugh ! [Holds his cheek to her, 

Urs. 6ad-a-mercy, your cheek ! Well, well, I have 
seen the day ; but no matter, my wine's upon the lees 
now ; however, sir, you might have had the politeness 
when a gentlewoman made the offer — But Heaven bless 
you. [E»it, H. 
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Enter Mungo, l. 

Mungo. (l.) Ah ! Massa — You braTe Massa, now ; 
what you do here wid de old woman ? 

Leand. (r. c.) Where is your young mistress, Mungo? 

Mungo, By Gog she lock her up. But why you no 
tell me before time, you a gentleman? 

Leand. Sure I have not given the purse for nothing. 

Mungo, Purse I what, you giving her money den ? — 
curse her imperance, why you no g^ve it me ? — you give 
me something as well as she. You know, Massa, you 
see me first. 

Leand, There, there, are you content ? 

Mungo, 'WLq get supper ready, and now me go tode 
cellar — But I say, Massa, ax de old man now, what 
good him watching do, him bolts, and him bars, him 
walls, and him padlock ? 

Leand, Hist ! Leonora comes. 

Mungo. But, Massa, you say you teach me play. 

SONG.— MuNoo. 

Let me, when my heart a sinking. 
Hear de sweet guitar a clinking ; 
When a string speak. 
Such moosic he make, 
Me soon am cur*d of tinking. 
Wid de toot, toot, toot. 
Of a merry flute. 
And cymbalo, 
And tymbalo. 
To boot. 

We dance and we sing. 
Till we make a house ring, 
And, tied in his garters, old Massa may swing. 

[Exit at Cdlar door. 

SCENE U.-^Interior qf Don Diego'g House. 

Enter Leander, Leonora, and Ursula, r. 

Leand, (c.) Oh, charming Leonora, how shall I ex- 
jpress the rapture of my heart upon this occasion ? I al- 
most doubt the kindness of that chance which has brought 
me thu» happily to see, to speak to you, withoutrestraint. 

Urs. (r.) Well, but it must not be without restraint ; 
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it can*t be without restraint ; it can't, by my faith ;» 
now yott are going to make me sick again. 

Leon, (r.c.) La, Ursula, I dare say the gentleman 
does*nt want to do me any harm-«Do you, sir ? I^n sure, 
I would not hurt a liair of his head, nor nobody's else, 
fpr the lucre of the whole world. 

Urs, (c.) Gome, sir, where is your lute ? You shall 
see me dance a saraband ; [Capers clumeUy ah<yuit\ or 
if you*d rather have a song — or the child and I will 
move a minuet, if you choose grace before agility. 

Leand, This fulsome harridan — 

Leon. I don't know what's come over her, sir ! I never 
saw the like of her since I was bom. 

Leand, I wish she was at the devil. 

Leon. Ursula, what's the matter with you ? 

Vre, What's the matter with me ! Marry come up, 
what's the matter with you ? Signior Diego can't i$how 
such a shape as that ; well, there is nothing I like better 
than to see a young fellow with a well-made leg. 

Leand. Pr'ythee let us go away from her. 

Leon, I don't know how to do it, sir. 

Leand. Nothing more easy ; I will go with my guitar 
into the garden ; 'tis moon-light : take an opportunity 
to follow me there : I swear to you, beautiful and inno- 
cent creature, you have nothing to apprehend. 

Leon, No, sir, I am certain of that, with a gentle- 
man such as you are ; and that have taken so much pains 
to come after me ; and I should hold myself very un- 
grateful, if I did not do any thing to oblige you, in a 
civil way. 

[Ursula dancing awkwardly in back ground, 

Leand. Then you'll come ? 

Leon. I'll do my best endeavours, sir. 

Leand. And may I hope that you love me ? 

Leon. I don't know ; as to that I can't say. 

Urs. [Comes forward c] Gome, come, what collo- 
guing's here ; I must see how things are going forward ; 
besides, dr, you ought to know that it is Hot maimers 
to be getting into comers and whispering before com- 
pany. 

Leand. (jl.) Psha! 

Urs. Ay, you may say your pleasure, sir, but Vm 
sure what I say is the right thing; I should hardly 
.choose to venture in a corner with you myself; nay, I 
wottld not do it, I protest and vow. [Exit^ r. 
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Leand. Beautiful Leonora, I find my being depends 
upon the blessing of your good opinion ; do you desire 
to put an end to my days? 

Zeoii. No, indeed ; indeed I don*t. 

Leand, But then — 

SONG.-^Leandbb. 

In vain you bid your captive live, 
While you the means of life deny ; 

Give me your smiles, your wishes give 
To him who must without you die. 

Shut from the sun's enlivening beam, 
Bid flow*rs retain their scent and hue ; 

Its source dryM up, bid flow the stream. 
And me exist, deprived of you. [Exit^ m. d. 

Ewter Ursula, r. 

Urs, Well, let me sit down a bit. [Sits r. c] Come 
hither, child, I am going to give you good advice, there- 
fere listen to me, for I have more years over my head 
than you. 

Leon* Well, and what then } 

Urs, What then? Marry, then you must mind what 
I say to you — as I said before — but I say— -what was I 
saying? 

Leon, I'm sure I don*t know, 

Urs, You see the young man that is gone out there ; 
he has been telling me, that he's dying for love of you ; 
can you pnd in your heart to let him expire? 

Leon, I'm sure I won't do any thing bad. 

Urs, Why that's right ; you learned that from me ; 
have I not said to you a thousand times, never do any 
thing bad ? have I not said it ? answer me that. 

Leon, Well, and what then? 

Urs, Very well, listen to me ; your guardian is old, 
and ugly, and jealous, and yet he may live longer than 
a better man. 

Leon, He has been very kind to me, for all that, Ur- 
sula, and I ought to strive to please him. 

Urs. There again ; have I not said to you a thousand 
times, that he was very kind to you, and you ought to 
strive to please him ? It would be a hard thing to be 
preaehing from morning till night without any profit. 

Leon, Well, Ursula, after all, I wish this gentleman 
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had never got into the house ; heaven send no ill comes 
of it. 

Urs, Ay, I say so too ; heaven send it ; but I*m 
cruelly afraid ; for how shall we get rid of him ? he*ll 
never be able to crawl up the inside of the wall, what- 
ever he did the out. 

Lean. O Lord! won't he? 

Urs, No, by my conscience, won't he; and when 
your guardian comes in, if we had fifty necks a-piece, 
he'd twist them every one, if he finds him here ; for my 
part, the best I expect is, to end my old days in a prison. 

Leon. You don't say so 7 

Urs. I do indeed ; and it kills me to think of it ; but 
every one has their evil day, and this has been mine. * 

Leon. I have promised to go to him into the garden. 

Urs. Nay, you may do any thing now, for we are 
undone ; though I think, if you could persuade him to 
get up the chimney, and stay on the roof of the house 
until to-morrow night, we might then st^al'the key a from 
your guardian ; but I'm afraid you won't be able to per- 
suade him. 

Leon. I'll go down upon my knees. 

Urs. Find him out, (Risinff^ while I step up stairs. 

Leon, Pray for us, dear Ursula. 

Urs. I will, if I possibly can. 

SONG. — Leonora. 

Oh me, oh me, what shall we do ? 
The fault is all along of you : 
You brought him in, why did you so ? ' 
'Twas not by my desire you know. 
We have but too much cause to fear ; 
My guardian, when he comes to hear 
We've had a man with us, will kill 
Me, you, and all ; indeed he will. 1^ 

No penitence will pardon procure. 
He'll kill us ev'ry soul, I'm sure. 
[Exeunt, Leonora, r. s.e. and Ursula, r. eacA 
with a Candle. 

Enter Don Diego, down the Stairs, poping his wajf^ 
with a huge Padlock in his Hand. 

Diego. AH dark, all quiet; gone to bed and fast 
asleep, I warrant them ; however, I am not sorry that I 
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altered my first intention of staying out the whole night ; 
and meeting Leonora*s father on the road was at any 
rate a lucky incident.- I will not disturb them ; but, 
since I have let myself in with my own master-key, go 
softly to bed ; I shall be able to strike a light ; and then 
I think I may say, my cares are oTer. Good heavens I 
what a wonderful deal of uneasiness may mortals avoid 
by a little prudence I I doubt not now, there are some 
men who would have gone out in my situation, and, 
trusting to the goodness of fortune, left their house and 
their honour in the care of an unexperienced girl, or the 
discretion of a mercenary servant. But what did I do ? 
I put a padlock on my door, and all is saife. 

Enter Mvv go from the Cellar , with a Flask in one 
handj and a Candle in the other, ' 

Mungo, [Coming forward, "] Tol, lol, lol, lol. , 
^ Diego, Hold, didn*t I hear a noise ? 

Mungo, Hola. 

Diego, Heaven and earth ! what do I see ! 

Mungo, Where are you, young Massa and Missy ! 
here wine for supper. 

Diego, I'm thunder-struck I 

Mungo, My old Massa little tink we be so merry- 
hie — hie — ^What's the matter with me I the room turn 
round. 

Diego, (l. c.) Wretch, do you know me ? 

Mungo, (r. c.) Know you?— damn you. 

Diego, Horrid crieature I what makes you here at 
this time of night ? is it with a design to surprise the 
innocents in their bed, and murder them sleeping ? 

Mungo, Hush, hush — ^make no noise — ^hic — hie. 

Diego, The slave is intoxicated. 

Mungo, Make no noise, I say ; dere's young gen- 
tleman wid young lady ; he play on guitar, and she 
like him better dan she like you. Fal, lal, lal. 

Diego, Monster, 1*11 make an example of you. 

Mungo, What you call me names for, you old dog ? 

Diego, Does the villain dare to lift his hand against 
me ! 

Mungo, Will you fight ? 

Diego, He's mad. 

Mungo, Deres one in de house you little tink. Gad 
he do your business. 

Diego. Go, lie down in your sty, and sleep. 
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Mia^o. Sleep ! sleep youself ; you drunk*~ha, ha« 
ha I Look, a padlock : you put a padlock on a dore 
again, will you ! Ha, ha, ha 1 

Diego, Didn't I hear music? 

Mnngo, Hie— hie. 

Diego. Was it not the sound of a guitar ? 

Mungo, Yes, he play on de guitar rarely* Give me 
hand ; you're old rascal — an't you ? 

Diego. What dreadful shock affects me I I'm in % ' 
cold sweat ; a mist comes over my eyes ; and my 
knees knock together as if I had got a fit of the 
shaking palsy. 

Mungo. I tell you a word in your ear. 

Diego. Has any stranger broke into my house ? 

Mungo. Yes, by— hie — ^a fine young gentleman, be 
now in a next room with missy. 

Diego. Holy Saint Francis ! is it possible ? _^ 

Mungo. Go you round softly— you catch them to- 
gether. A 

Diego. Confusion I Distraction ! I shall run mad. ^ 

SONG.— Diego. 

Oh wherefore this terrible flurry ? 
My spirits are all in a hurry ! 

And above and below, 

From my top to my toe, 
Are running about hurry scurry. 

My heart in my bosom a bumping, 

Goes thumping. 

And jamping. 

And thumping ; ' 

Is't a spectre I see ? 
Hence vanish. — Ah me ! 

My senses deceive me ; 

Soon rea&on will leave me ; 
What a wretch am I destin'd to be ! 

[Exit^ L. 

Enter Ursula, r. 

Vrt. (r.) Ov shame, monstrous ; you drunken swab, 
you have been m the cellar, with a plague to you. 

Mungo. (r.c.) Let me put my hands about you 
neck — 

Vrs. Oh, 1 shall be ruined ! Help, help, ruin, ruin ! 
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Enter Lbander and Leonora, b. s. b. 

Leon. Goodness me, what's the matter ? 

I7r«. O dear child, this black villain has frightened 
me out of my wits ; he wanted * 

Mungo, Me, curse a heart, I want noting wid her ; 
what she say I want for— 

Leon. Ursula, the gentleman says he has some 
friends waiting for him at the other side of the gar- 
den wall that will throw him over a ladder made of 
ropes, which he got up by. 

DUET. 

Leand. Then must I go ? 
Leon. Yes, good sir, yes. 
Leand. A parting kiss t - 
Leon. No, good sir, no. 
Leand. It must be so. 

By this, and this. 

Here I could for ever grow. 

'Tis more than mortal bliss. 
Leon. Well, now good night ; 

Pray ease our fright ; 

You're very bold, sir ; 

Let loose your hold, sir ; 

I think you want to scare me quite. 
Leand. Oh, fortune's spite ! 
Leon. Good night, good night. 

Enter Don Diego, l. 

Diego, (h.) Stay, sir, let nobody go out of the room. 

Urs. ^Falling donm.} Ah ! ah ! a ghost ! a ghost ! 

Diego. Woman, stand up. Leonora, what am I to 
think of this ? 

Leon. Oh, dear sir, don't kill me. 

Diego. Young man, who are you, who have thus 
clandestinely, at an unseasonable hour, broke into my 
house ? Am I to consider you as a robber, or how ? 

Leand. As one whom love has made indiscreet ; as 
one whom love has taught industry and art to compass 
his designs. I love the beautiful Leonora, and she 
me ; but, farther than what you hear or see, neither 
one nor the other have been culpable. 

Mungo. Hear him, hear him. 

Leand. Don Diego, you know my father well, Don 
Alphonso de Luna ; I am a scholar of this university, 

D 
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and am willing to sabmit to whatever punishment, he, 
through your means; shall inflict; but wreak not your 
vengeance here. [Pointing to Leon. 

Diego, Thus then my hopes and cares are at once 
frustrated ; possessed of whatlthoughtajewel, I was 
desirous to keep it for myself ; I left my watch for 
one little moment, aud in that momen t 

Leon, (c.) Pray, pray, guardian, let me tell you 
the story, and you'll find I am not to blame. 

Diego. No, child, I only am to blame, who should 
have considered that sixteen and sixty agree illtoge- 
ther. But though I was too old to be wise, I am not { 
too old to learn ; and so, I say, send for a smith di- j 
rectly, beat all the grates from my windows, take | 
the locks from my doors, and let egress and regress 
be given freely. ' 

Leon, And will you be my husband, sir ? | 

Diego, No, child ; I will give you to one that will J 
make you a better husband : here, young man, take ^ 
her : if your parents consent, to-morrow shall see you ^ 
joined in the face of the church : and the dowry which 
I promised her, in case of failure on my side of the 
contract, shall now go with her as a marriage portion. 

Leand, Siguier, this is so generous 

Diego, No thanks : perhaps I owe acknowledgments 
to you ; but you, Ursula, have no excuse, no passion 
to plead, and your age shouldhave taught you better. 
1*11 give you five hundred crowns, but never let me 
see you more. 

Mungo, And what you give me, massa ? 

Diego. Bastinadoes for your drunkenness and infi- 
delity. Oh, man ! man! how short is your foresight ; 
how ineffectual your prudence ; while the very means 
you use are destructive of your ends ! 

FINALE. 

Diego. Qo forge me fetters that shall bind 
The rage of the tempestuous wind ; 
Sound with a needle-full of thread 
The depth of ocean's steepy bed ; 
Snap like a twig the oak's tough tree ; 
Quench Etna with a cup of tea ; 
In these manoeuvres show your skill. 
Then hold a womaA if you will. 



